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To  the  Reader. 

TH  E  following  Scenes  were  writ  as  much  for 
my  own  Diverfion  as  they  prov’d  to  the  Town’s. 
Of  this  there  needs  no  othef  Evidence  than  the  Recep¬ 
tion  they  had,  in  a  Seafoii  in  which  another  T)ryden 
might  have  talk’d  to  bare  Benches. 

I  am  not  fo  Mufe-ridden  as  to  fuffer  any  Trifle  of 
this  Nature  to  encroach  on  my  Profeffion,  and  tho’ 
Poetry  (the  Delight  and  Ornament  of  the  greateft 
Men  in  all  Ages)  fliall  continue  my  darling  Milkefs, 
my  Intention  is  never  to  wed  her,  Intereft  forbids 
the  Banes.  As  I  never  defign  to  bring  again  on 
the  Stage  any  more  of  my  Scribling,  I*  add  not 
Alterations  which  always  carry  with  them  an  Air 
rather  of  Paflion  than  Reafon. 

Tho  Merits  of  this  Play  I  know  are  not  great^ 
nay,  I  am  fenlible  there  are  wanting  two  of  the  bright- 
eft  Chara&erifticks  of  Modern  Comedy  (Lewd  Plot 
and  Lufcious  Dialogue  :  )  However,  without  either  of 
thele  it  has  had  the  good  Fortune  to  divert,  and  I  hope 
inftruft.  As  for  Irregularities,  particularly  the  Dis¬ 
covery  of  the  Maid’s  Family,  whom  the  Miftrefs  was- 
too  much  oblig’d  to,  for  the  Author  not  to  reward,  ,  b 
refer  you  to  thefe  two  Lines  in  the  Prologue, 

The  Critick's  TV/?,  he  cAnnot ,  dares  not 
But  begs  Correct  ton  with  a  gentle  Hand, 
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A  Rife  Apollo’.?  Sons,  retreive  the  Stage, 

Let  Comtek  Wit  return,  and  Tragi ck  Rage. 
Britannia7.?  Genius‘s  fo  far  declin'd, 

Rut  (till  her  Bards  can  charm  the  Ear,  and  cultivate  the  Mind . 
A  moral  School  the  Theatre  fall  prove, 

To  check  unmanly  Vice ,  and  lawlefs  Love . 

The  Poet's  Pen  nor  Age,  nor  Sex  fall  fpare , 

From  the  old  Mifer,  to  the  fquandring^  Heir .  -  ' 

From  Avarice  at  Threefcore,  and  brutal  Fires ,  r 

To  blooming  Beauties  Pride ,  and  loofe  Defires. 

Inftrutfive  Satyr  fall  the  Town  Survey , 

And  draw  its  Monflers  in  each  artful  Play : 

The  Fop,  the  Rake,  the  Country  Squire  and  Cit, 

The  real  Blockhead  and  conceited  Wit, 

The  'Jilting  Mijlrefs  and  the  Faithlefs  Wife 
Shall  fee  themfelves  all  painted  to  the  Life. 

Folly  and  Vice,  fall  firjt  your  Laughter  move , 

And  then  be  facrifiRd  to  vertuous  Love. 

Whilft  all  the  Graces  of  the  comick  Mufe , 

Shall  in  each  Scene ,  a  thoufand  Charms  infufe. 

As  for  the  Play  that's  offer'd  you  to  Night , 

Our  Author  hopes  'twill  give  you  fome  Delight. 

The  Criticks  Tefl,  he  cannot  dares  not  ft  and. 

But  begs  Correction  with  a  gentle  Hand. 

To  pleafe  the  Fair,  is  his  ambitious  Aim , 

If  they  but  fmile,  he  asks  no  greater  Fame. 


PRO- 
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A  PROLOGUE,  defign’d  to  be 

*  fpoke  at  Chnflmafs  laft,  this  Play  beina 
then  in  Rehearfal. 

LOng  has  Parnaflus  juft  Complaints  preferred, 

Againft  the  figging  and  the  dancing  Herd, 
d  he  Sons  of  Wit  have  long  your  Favour  lojl , 

Whilft  your  profufenefs  is  the  Eunuchs  boafl , 

And  Fops  cut  Capers  at  the  Poets  coft. 

Wit  hangs  its  Head ,  whilfi  the  felf-wurd'rin?  Stage 
No  more  refines ,  no  more  infir u ft s  the  Age . 

We  Jee  our  felves  forfaken  once  a  Tear , 

For  Drolls  and  Puppets y  at  fam'd  Smithfield  Fair : 

More  rational  Diverfion  there  you  find , 

Than  is  afforded  by  that  fluttering  kind ; 

Fho '  th'  Adi  ion's  brutal  and  the  jefier  viley 
This  may  a  Moral  leavey  'and  that  a  Smile . 

J But  there  before  hand  you  are  fure  to  meet? 

Tho 1  ne'er  fo  fine ,  an  ufelefs ,  witlefs  Treat. 

Wis  at  your  Door  the  Blame  is  juftly  throne y 
Who  force  the  Stage  on  Follies  not  her  owny 
And  make  a  tumbling  Booth  of  Wit's  high  Throne. 

To  what  you  like  we  mu  ft  of  c  our fe  fubmit ? 

We  dare  not  quarrel  with  a  crowded  Pit .  _ 

Tho '  this  be  the  neglected  Drama's  State ? 

Our  Author  boldly  pufijes  on  his  Fate  : 

Attempts  to  pleafe  you  without  Song  or  Dance, 

Without  Italian  Airs ,  or  Steps  from  France. 

But  if  of  theje  your  Fondnefs  ft  ill  remain , 

If  you  perfifi  to  damn  the  Comtek  Strain , 

And  make  the  Poets  Thought  and  Labour  vain , 

o  ' 

Tour'  Cenf ures  fhall  not  drive  him  to  Defpair , 

He  fill  with  Patience  can  his  Sentence  hear. 

Can  fee  the  gentle  Song-fick  Milkfop  fleer r 
And  cry,  0  Lard ,  what  barbarous  Stuff  is  here  f 
Return  fair  Tofts  and  heavenly  Lepine 
Give  me  foft  Mufick  in  your  tuneful  Scene , 

Oh!  my  Ears  martyr'd  and  I  die  o'th '  Spleen . 

Not  that  he  vainly  thinks  the  Criticks  Eye, 

No  Faults ,  no  Slips ,  no  Blemifhes  can  fpy : 

But  to  their  judgment  he  refigns  his  Caufe, 

And  to  Indulgence  there ,  mufi  owe  Applaufe * 
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Maid’s  the  Miftrefs, 


ACT  I.  Scene  Sir  David’/  Houfe. 

Enter  Sir  David  Fancy,  Harriot  and  Chariot. 

Sir  Da.  O  U  fhalt  marry  him  I  fay. 

■  Har.  I’m  refolv’d  I’ll  die  a  Maid 

firft. 

Sir  Da.  What  can  make  thee  fo 
ftrangely  perveffe  ? 

Har.  What  can  make  you  fo  prodigioufly  obftinate  ? 
Sir  Da.  I  do  all  for  thy  good,  Daughter. 

Har.  I’ll  do  for  my  felf  much  better,  Father. 

Sir  Da.  You  are  extravagantly  pert,  Madam. 

Har.  You  are  unreafonably  fevere,  Sir. 

Sir  Da.  Pray  let  me  argue  with  you  a  little,  Madam. 
Har.  Pray  give  me  leave  then  to  anfwer  in  my 
Turn,  Sir. 

Sir  Da.  Have  You  a  Mind  to  be  a  Beggar  ? 

Har.  No.  B  Sir  Da . 
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Sir  Da.  Have  you  an  Inclination  to  walk  the  Streets, 
with  one  Child  in  your  Arms,  and  another  at  your 
Back,  begging  Charity,  when  you  know  there  is  none 
Hiring  ? 

Har.  No. 

Sir  Da.  Would  you  have  your  Family  ruin’d  ? 

Har.  No. 

Sir  Da.  Then  liften  with  Attention. 

Har .  Moft  profoundly. 

Sir  Da.  You  know  your  Unkle  Friendly  when  he 
died  left  you  in  his  Will  iooool.  which  is  in  my  pof- 
felfion,  upon  Condition  you  confented  to  marry  Squire 
Empty  of  EjJex  in  fix  Months  after  his  Death. 

Har.  Proceed. 

Sir  Da.  It  further  fays,  that  if  you  don’t  confent  to 
marry  him,  that  then  the  iooool.  fhall  be  paid  as  a 
Legacy  to  the  aforefaid  Squire  Empty ,  he  being  a  near 
Relation  to  your  Unkle  Friendly  by  Marriage. 

Har.  And  for  this  Reafon  I  mull  not  chufe  where 
I  like. 

Sir  Da.  Why  would  you  have  me  deliver  iooool. 
out  of  my  Pocket?  for  the  Squire  will  fue  me  for 
iooool.  and  mull  I  give  you  as  much  more  to  fatif- 
fy  your  whirnfical  Inclinations  when  you  marry  to, 
another  ?  / 

Har.  And  wou’d  you  have  me  deliver  my  Perfon, 
my  Liberty,  and  eternal  Quiet,  into  the  Arms  of  one 
I  never  faw,  that  for  ought  I  know,  may  be  a  Com- 
pofition  made  up  of  Difeafes,  or  fome  fneaking  fnive- 
ling  jealous  Coxcomb  ?  A  MonaRery’s  the  Univerfe  to 
a  jealous  Husband  ;  who  for  fear  of  being  a  Cuckold 
is  for  ever  plaguing  his  Wife  with  unreafonable  Whim- 
feys,  till  he  provokes  her  at  laft  to  make  him  one.. 
S’life  I’D  not  endure  it  for  Father,  Freinds,  or  all  my 
Kindred. 

Sir  Da.  But  the  Money,  Child. 


Har » 
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Har.  But  the  Man,  Father. 

Sir  Da.  ’Is  a  handfome  Man. 

Har,  How  do  I  know  that? 

Sir  Da.  You  fhall  know  prefently -  ^ 

Har.  But  I’m  already  provided,  Sir. 

Sir  Da.  The  Devil  1  with  whom  ? 

Har.  A  mighty  pretty  Fellow,  Father,  no  Beggar, 
no  Rake,  no  Wretch  that  will  marry  unfight  unleen, 
but  one  that  has  generoufly  woed  me,f  vi&orioufiy 
won  my  Heart,  and  triumphantly  fhall  wed  my  Per- 
fon.  What  do  you  fay  to  that  now,  Father  ? 

Sir  Da.  That  thou  fhalt  not  fee  Daylight,  till  Ago 
has  made  thee  paft  being  wanton,  and  thy  amorous 
Defines  as  much  a  Stranger  to  thee  as  thy  Duty. 

Har.  I  am  forry,  Sir,  to  fee  you  in  this  Paflion,  and 
am  the  mod  unwilling  Creature  in  the  World  to  put 
you  out  of  Humour,  therefore  fince  you  refolve  to 
marry  me  to  a  Man  I  never  fa w,  may  I  make  bold 
to  crave  his  Character  ? 

Sir  Da.  Why  as  pretty  a  young  Fellow  as  ever 
manur’d  his  own  Land,  he  knows  how  to  live  well 
every  Day  in  the  Week  without  fpending  one  Far¬ 
thing  of  Money,  barely  by  paying  Vifits  to  his  Te¬ 
nants,  and  has  fuch  an  Attendant  over  all  the  Peo¬ 
ple  about  him,  that  he  can  force  his  Taylor  to 
make  him  two  Suits  a  Year  Gratis ,  or  punifh  him 
with  the  Lofs  of  the  Cuftom  of  the  Knight  of  the 
Shire. 

Har.  Will  his  marrying  into  your  Family  get  you 
Reputation  or  Honour  ? 

Sir  Da.  I  care  not  for  Reputation.  I’m  rich,  and 
all  fuch  are  honeft,  for  the  Poor  dare  not  fay  other- 
wife,  and  we  have  more  Wit  than  to  fall  out  with 
one  another. 

Har .  But  where  is  your  Honour,  Father  ? 
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Sir  Da.  Money  will  purchafe  Honour,  and  as  Times 
go  now  you  may  buy  a  Penny-worth  at  the  Herauld’s 

Office. 


Har.  Sir,  you  were  born  a  Gentleman. 
Sir  Da,  I  was. 


Har,  And  formerly  behav’d  your  felf  as  fuch. 

Sir  Da.  I  did,  till  Intered  became  Intered  upon  In— 
tered,  and  Fortune  left  Honedy  in  the  Lurch. 

Har.  Then  let  me  humbly  fay,  I  love  your  Perfon ; 
I  pay  you  the  Duty  of  a  Daughter,  and  wifh  that 
you  would  grant  a  Bleffing  too,  for  when  I’m  heard 
I  fhall  deferve  it.  You  drive  to  join  me  with  a  Clod 
of  Earth,  a  moving  Lump  of  Clay  without  a  Soul, 
whild  you  deny  to  me  my  only  Wifh,  my  Beauford,. 
Nay  dart  not  at  his  Name;  what  is  there  in  him  that 
you  find  fo  odious?  Is  he  not  young?  Yes.  Handfome. 
Yes.  Did  he  ever  manure  his  own  Land  ?  No.  Did 
he  ever  rack  his  poor  Tenants  by  living  on  ’em  ?  No. 
Did  he  ever  defire  his  Taylor  to  make  him  Clothes. 
gratis  ?  No.  Has  he  not  to  help  the  didrefs’d  run  out 
great  Part  of  his  Edate  ?  Yes*  Has  he  not  griev’d- 
toffee  a  worthy  Gentleman  cafhier’d  when  the  War  has 
had  no  Bufinefs  for  him,  and  faid,  Dear  Friend  take 
all  I  have  about  me,  and  come  to  me  again  ?  Yes. 
Has  he  not  to  maintain  thefe  noble  Points  of  Genero- 
fity  taken  Money  of  you,  and  allow’d  you  ?o  Per 
Cent. 

Sir  Da.  Why - 

Har.  Yes. 

Sir  Da.  But  Huffy,  will  thefe  Ways  ever  inable  him! 
to  build  an  Hofpital  after  his  Death. 

Har.  No  :  But  he  has  built  eternal  Monuments  to. 
his  Memory  while  he  Lives - 

Sir  Da.  You  are  not  fenfible  what  he  is. 

Har.  But  I  hope  I  fhall  be,  when  I  am  married 
to.  him. 

Sir  Dai 
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Sir  Da.  A  wild  young  Fellow. 

Har,  Ay,  Father,  a  young  Fellow,  there’s  the  Charm 
on’t. 

Sir  Da.  Well  in  fhort,  I  will  not  fuffer  it. 

Har.  That  may  be. 

Sir  Da.  Nor  fhall  you  marry  him. 

Har.  O  1  that  rauft  be. 

Sir  Da.  He’ll  ruin  you. 

Har.  Pfhaw  that  can  never  be,  for  fhe  deferves  to 
ftarve  that  can’t  referve  fomething  for  her  own  Main¬ 
tenance. 

Sir  Da.  I  tell  you,  Minx,  you  are  yet  under  my 
Care,  and  I  will  provide  for  you. 

Har.  I  am  providing  one  will-  do  it  better. 

Sir  Da.  And  when  you  do  marry.- 

Har.  Which  certainly  I  will. 

Sir  Da.  I’ll  make  you  chufe. 

Har.  I  have  done  that  already. 

Sir  Da.  One  that  I  like. 

Har.  Nay  then  come  doleful  Death. 

Char.  Fie,  Madam,  why  will  you  vex  your  Father 
thus  ? 

Har.  Why  will  my  Father  vex  me  thus,  to  marry 
me  to  a  Man  I  never  faw, '  efpecially  when  I  have 
engag’d  my  felf  already.  I’ll  go  Chamber-Maid  to  fome 
Governours  Lady  of  a  Plantation  fir  ft. 

Char.  Would  you  undo  your  felf*  Madam,  marry  a 
Roifter  ,  a  Reprobate,  one  that  makes  Debau¬ 
chery  his  Bufinefs,  and  has  ruin’d  the  Reputation 
of  fo  many  Women,  that  there’s  fcarce  a  Citizens 
Wife  dares  appear  publickly  in  her  Husband’s  Shop;  a 
walking  Veffel  eternally  fill’d  with  Wine  and  Wick- 
ednefs,  that  Has  not  Senfe  enough  to  uft  a  Woman 
as  he  fhould  do. 

Har.  What  are  you  againft  me  ? 

Char , 
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Char.  ’Tis  every  ones  Duty  to  be  againft  you,  when 
you  run  headlong  to  Deftru&ion. 

Sir  Da .  A  dilcreet  Girl  by  my  Life,  I  ever  lov’d  her, 
but  now  I  doat.upon  her. 

Char.  Your  Father,  Madam,  is  a  wife  Gentleman,  and 
advifes  for  the  bell. 

Har.  Madam,  the  bell:  Advice  I  can  give  you,  is  to 
Lave  off  your  Impertinence ;  I  love  for  Love,  and  Beau- 
ford  I  will  have,  tho’  I  were  forc’d  to  maintain  him,  by 
trucking  China  for  old  Cloaths.  A  Man’s  a  Man,  and 
the  World’s  wide  enough  to  hold  more  married  Couples 
than  are  in  it ;  therefore,  Father,  fret  and  chafe,  and 
foam  and  ftorm,  I’m  a  free-born  Englifhwoman,  and 
won’t  be  debarr’d  of  my  Liberty. 

Sir  Da.  She’ll  put  me  out  of  Patience,  come  thou 
lhalt  marry  him. 

Har.  Not  I. 

Sir  Da.  I’ll  turn  you  out  of  Doors  then. 

Har.  You  won’t.  > 

SirD*.  I  will. 

Har.  Indeed  you  won’t. 

~  Sir  Da.  Why  ? 

Har.  Becaufe  I  have  a  Mind  you  fhould, 

SirD4.  You  have? 

Har.  I  have. 

Sir  Da.  Indeed  ? 

Har.  Affuredly. 

Sir  Da.  Thou  art  a  perverfe  Baggage,  my  Patience  is 
quite  tir’d.  Stand  afide  Malipert.  Come  hither  Char¬ 
iot.  I  find  tho’  thou  art  young,  thou  art  a  Girl  ofDif- 
cretion,  therefore  I  defire  thee  to  watch  this  wanton 
Baggage,  for  thou  know’fl  I  have  Plague  enough  to  ma¬ 
nage  my  awn  Wife. 

Char.  Let  me  alone,  Sir,  I  know  the  Spark  her  Fancy 
leads  her  to,  but  be  allured,  Sir,  in  fpight  of  all  her 
Obftinacy,  you  fhall  fee  I’ll  make  her  do  what  I’d  have 
her  ere  we  part.  Sir  Da. 
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Sir  Da.  My  dear  Chariot,  I  leave  all  to  thy  Care,  I 
expeft  the  Squire  every  Moment,  and  have  no  Depen- 
dance  of  bringing  this  to  bear,  without  thy  Help.  Har- 
kee  fair  Lady,  I  am  at  prefent  engag’d,  but  expeff  at  my 

Return - What  do  you  fmile, - Huffy,  I  can  be  in 

a  Paflion,  tho’  I  believe  you’ll  hardly  find  mine. a  lo¬ 
ving  one.  [£/>  David  fiands  ajide. 

Char.,  Come,  Madam,  are  you  prepared  to  go  to  your 
Chamber,  you  know  the  fi:ri£t  Command  I  have  to  take 
Care  of  you,  and  I  dare  not  difobey  my  Orders. 

Har,  And  are  you  really  what  you  feem,  Chariot . 

Char.  I  follow  the  Way  of  the  World,  Madam,  your 
Father  has  protnis’d  to  be  my  Friend,  and  Friendfhip’s  fo 
fcarce  a  Commodity  that  I’m  forc’d  to  take  up  with  the 
firfi:  fair  Offer. 

Har.  Well,  Mrs.  Chariot,  then  I  perceive  you  are  re- 
folv’d  to  be  my  Jaylor,  if  fo,  adieu  Masks, Balls,  Plays  and 
harmlefs  Intrigues  in  a  Vizard. 

Char.  No,  nor  no  more  of  what  you  call  innocent 
Gayety,  that’s  going  difguis’d  into  the  Middle  Gallery 
of  the  Play-houfe,  and  banter  Fools  out  of  their  Senfes, 
till  the  Scandal  of  your  being  known,  works  you  out 
of  your  Reputation. 

Sir  Da.  A  brave  Girl,  make  me  thankful,  my 
Daughter’s  in  fafe  Hands,  ~  wifh  I  had  as  good  a  Guar 
dian  for  my  Wife.  [Goes  off. 

Char.  Ha  old  Fox,  were  you  fo  cunning,  I’ll  take  Care 
to  prevent  your  liftning  any  farther  this  time. 

[Shuts  the  Door. 

Come,  Madam,  are  you  for  walking  to  the  Apartment 
aflign’d  you,  you  know  your  Father  and  Mother-in- 
Law  keep  Poffefiion  of  the  other  Part  of  the  Houfe. 

Har.  Where  your  Ladyfhip  pleafes  Madam. 

[Curtefmg  low. 

Char.  S’life  do  you  make  a  Jeft  of  me - -Nay 

then  lookee  that  very  Clofet  is  your  Prifon,  aud  when 
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1  think  it  fit,  your  Ladylhip  fhall  walk  and  take  the 
Air.  [Curteftng  very  low. 

Har.  Prithee  do  what  thou  wilt. 

Char,  And  fo  I  wiU.C Chariot  opens  the  Clofet  Door , 

Har .  Ha!  <  and  as  Harriott  is  going  in 

C  Beau  ford  meets  her  jhe  ft  arts. 

Beau.  Am  I  fo  frightful  to  you,  Madam  ? 

Har.  In  the  name  of  Wonder  how  came  you  hi¬ 
ther  ? 

Beau.  By  the  Affiftance  of  this  Guide ;  fhe  that  be¬ 
fore  your  Father  feem’d  our  Foe,  did  cunningly  devile 
it  for  our  Intereft. 

Har.  Art  thou  in  Earned  Chariot? 

Char.  Don’t  you  fee  the  Proof  plain  before  your 
Eyes,  Madam  ?  Yet  you  took  it  ill  that  I  fided  with 
your  Father.  O  !  Madam,  ’tis  in  Love,  as  in  War, 
your  Spies  muft  be  in  the  Enemies  Intereft,  or  you’ll 
never  get  true  Intelligence. 

Beau.  She  fays  true,  Madam,  and  Lovers,  like  Ge¬ 
nerals,  fhould  make  Advantage  of  the  firft  Opportuni¬ 
ty,  lead  too  much  Confideration  fhould  render  a  well 
laid  Defign  fruitlefs. 

Har.  But,  noble  Sir,  we  ought  to  call  a  Council  of 
War  firft,  and  examine,  whether  or  not  the  Enterprize 
is  feafible. 

Beau.  My  pretty  little  Commander,  who  wou’d  you 
make  your  General  Officers  ? - 

Har.  Why,  firft  there  Ihou’d  be  my  Father. 

Beau.  How ! 

Har.  Nay  I  only  fay  there  fhou’d  be. 

Beau.  What  think  you  then  of  Cupid ,  that  great 
and  powerful  Commander  of  all  Hearts. 

Har.  Q  !  A  little  blind  ftragling  Urching,  as  un¬ 
ready  as  his  Votaries,  you’ll  never  know  where  cer¬ 
tainly  to  find  him. 


Char. 


Char.  Well  I  perceive,  you  Lovers  have  many  pret¬ 
ty  things  to  fay,  therefore  I’ll  (land  Gentry  at  the 
Door,  lead:  your  Father  fhou’d  return  and  lpoil  the 
Scene.  r  Chariot. 

Har.  My  dear .  Chariot.  Well,  Mr.  Beauford,  I  per¬ 
ceive  it  will  be  as  troublefome  as  unnecelfary  to  deny 
Inclination  after  fo  many  Proofs  I  have  given  of  ir, 
therefore  I’ll  take  you  as  my  chief  Councellor — — 
How  wou’d  you  advife  me  in  this  Cafe?  You  have 
heard  my  Fathers  Refolution  not  to  give  me  one  Fen¬ 
ny  of  Portion,  and  that  my  Uncle’s  Legacy  will  be 
forfeited. 

Beau.  Perifh  all  mercenary  Ends,  do  you  think  I 
ever  courted  your  Fortune  ?  No  your  Perlbn  and  Ver- 
tue  is  all  I  coveted. 

Har.  But  Love  and  Money  join’d  in  Confort  will 
make  good  Mufick.  When  Hunger  and  Want  of  Ne~ 
ceffaries  wou’d  make  a  Pair  of  Turtles  quarrel. 

Beau .  Prethee  let  us  not  fo  much  as  think  on’t — ~ 


But  take  the  Opportunity  of  your  Maid?s  Kindnefs, 
and  quit  this  Place  immediately.  ;  :  v\ 

Har.  And  whither  then?  ' !  L:‘-  , 

Beau.  To  the  PrieiL 
Har.  tor  what  ? 

Beau.  To  put  an  End  to  our  Fears,  and  take  full 
Poffelfion  of  our  Happinefs. 

Har.  But  fuppofe,  Beaufordy  you  fhou’d  commit  a 
rafli  Fault,  and  afterwards  upon  a  mature  Delibera¬ 
tion  repent,  for  fo  it  has  happen’d  to  many,  and  you 
know  what  has  been,  may  be. 

Beau.  To  fecure  thee,  my  Dear,  the  little  Fortune 
I  have  left,  I’ll  put  it  for  ever  into  your  own  Pof- 
feflion. 

Har.  And  if  you  fhou’d  prove  unkind,  I  fhou’d  not 
have  the  Heart  to  keep  it  from  thee.'  •< 


Beau . 


c 
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Beau.  Why  let  the  word  happen,  wnfle*  the  Wars 
continue,  a  young  Fellow  can  never  want  Employ¬ 
ment.  [ Enter  Mind,  Sir  David  and  Chariot. 

Char.  Nay  which  Way  he  got  in  Heaven  knows, 
but  juft  as  I  came  to  the  Stairs-Foot,  I  faw  him  run 
up.  Look  you  there,  Sir,  will  you  believe  your  Own 
Eyes.  Now  if  I  had  not  been  your  trufty  Friend,  how 
cafily  might  you  have  been  depriv’d  of  your  Daugh¬ 
ter. 

Sir  Da.  I’m  aftonifh’d  ;  if  it  was  not  for  fear  of 
Hanging,  I  wou’d  cut  his  Throat. 

Char.  Have  a  little  Patience,  Sir. 

Har.  Well  ’ris  in  vain  to  think  of  Happinefs  with¬ 
out  you,  therefore  I’m  refolv’d— 

Beau.  Of  what,  my  Dear 

Har.  To  follow  you,  where  ever  your  Fortune  leads 
you,  be  it  to  Flanders ,  Catalonia ,  Hutigatf.  Tranfdvaniay 
the  Moffelle?  or  the  Rhine  •  I’ll  lift  my  felf  under  your 
Banner. 

Beau .  My  little  Charmer,  Wealth  compar’d  Vo  thee, 
laid  in  the  Balance  of  thy  generous  Vertue,  li^Iit  as 
a  Feather,  mounts  into  the  Air,  worthlefs  as  the  vile 
Dirt,  from  whence  it  came. 

Harr  You  fee  you  have  a  ftrange  Afcendant  over 
me  :  For  I’ll  truft  my  felf  with  you,  tho’  I’m  fatif- 
ii’d  you’re  very  wild. 

Beau.  A  little  wild. 

Har.  Nay,  fo  am  I  too  :  There  I  find  Sympathy- 

engages  me - Then  I  know  you  brave,  which  is 

what  a  Woman  ought,  to  love,  for  her  felf  Defence, 
and  tho’  you  Have  been  prodigal  and  inconftant, 
Matrimony  may  cure  you  of  tlidle  Evils,  for  If  you 
go  aftray  when  married,  it  may  provoke  me  to  do 
fo  too,  for  when  our  Husbands  once  prove ,  falls  to 
us, 
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Nature  this  Blefli-pg  to  our  Sex  has  given, 

We  can  at  Pleasure  make  the  Balance  eveni 

v  * 1  *  •  4  k  iyyv  vi  ji.v-i  >  l  a  III !  J  3''  ^ 


[. As  they  are  going  Sir  David  meets  them. 


Sir/),?.  p»n  joii/p,  Y'rfW  '' 

Beau.  S’death  that  Devil  lias,  betray’d  us. 

Har.  My  Father  ! 

Sir  Da.  Jfes,  Madam,  I  thought  I  was  your  Father , 

your  Mother  has  often  fa  id  fo,  but  thefe  Times - 

Well  Lady - You  clifo'bedient  Wretch - You  wan¬ 

ton  little  Judas  in  Petticoats  ;  can  nothing  but  Beg¬ 
gary  pleafe  you,  nothing  but  Infamy  go  down  with 

you? - Are  .you  ready,  Forfooth,  fora  Snapfack  ? 

Are  you  for  trudging  alter  a  Parcel  of  loofe  Rogues 
in  red  ?  Anfwpr  pae,  .pretty  Miljrefs  Chalk  and 
Oat-meal. 


Har .  Pray,  Sir,  hear  me. 

Sir  Da.  Hear  you - Yes,  Forfooth,  hear  you  talk 

in  praife  of  broken  Heads,  maim’d  Limbs  and  Pover¬ 
ty. - Pray,  Sir  will  you  be  pleas’d  to  quit  my  Houfe, 

you  may  for  ought  I  know  have  a  Mind  to  rob  me, 
for  to  my  Knowledge  your  CircumlPances  may  in¬ 
cline  you  more  to  my  Gold,  than  my  Daughter. 

Har.  Pray  be  gone,  for  in  this  Paflion  he’ll  not 
hear  one  Word  of  Reafon.  Allure  your  felf  nothing 
fhall  make  me  break  the  Vows  I’ve  given  you. 

Beau ,  Well,  Sir,  I’ll  take  you  in  a  calmer  Hour. 

Sir  Da.  Sir,  get  you  out  of  my  Houfe,  and  take 
me  when  you  pleafe.  [Exit  Beauford. 

I’m  refolv’d  I’ll  bind  him  over  to  his  good  Behavi¬ 
our  and  indite  him  for  Robbery  into  the  Bargain. 
fbarjot - - 

‘Sir  Da.  My  dear,  trufty  Girl,  I’m  bound  to  love 
thee  for  ever  :  Had  it  not  been  for  thee,  my  Daughter 

C  2  had 
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had  been  preferr’d  to  the  Degree  of  a  Grenadier’s  La¬ 
dy.  Pray  take  that  noble  minded  Gentlewoman  into 
your  Care.  Get  you  in  Mrs.  Gilflurt,  I’ll  fpoil  your 
Catterwauling.  [ Exit  Harriot  and  Chariot. 

I  proteft  I  have  put  my  felf  into  a  Sweat  with  Vex¬ 
ation,  I  wifh  the  Squire  were  come,  for  marry  him 
fhe  lhall  or  never  marry.  1  •• 

4 

And  the  beft  way  will  be  to  wed  her  jlr£h. 

Better  ten  Days  too  foon ,  than  one  too  late* 


k 


l-l;i 


The  End  of  tht  Firjl  Alt. 
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ACT  II. 


Scene  a  Chamber 0  another  *P art  of  Sir  David  V 

Houfe . 

Enter  Sir  David  and  Roger. 

Sir  D a.  T)  Oger 

Xv  Sir. 

Sir  Da.  How  does  my  Wife  ? 

Reg.  At  the  old  rate,  full  of  heavy  Complaints, 
for  her  want  of  Liberty,  her  Joynter,  a  Widow’s 
Weed,  a  mourning  Coach,  and  a  dead  Husband. 

Sir  Da.  Full  of  heavy  Complaints,  I  rather  believe 
for  want  of  Opportunity  to  make  me  a  Cuckold. 

Rog.  Ah  Sir. 

Sir  Dr.  What  doft  thou  figh  for,  Roger  ? 

Reg.  To  think  that  fo  good  a  Mailer,  fo  indul¬ 
gent  a  Father,  and  fo  kind  a  Husband,  fhou’d  meet 
with  fo  unworthy  a  Servant,  fo  dilobedient  a  Daugh¬ 
ter,  and  fo  unfaithful  a  Wife. 

Sir  Da.  Why,  doft  thou  think  fhe  is  unfaithful, 
Roger. 

Rog .  Not  in  Fad  yet,  Sir,  I  dare  fwear;  I  have 
been  too  watchful  for  that.  But  I’m  afraid  her  Mind 
harbours  as  many  Horns,  as  Smithfield  on  a  Beaft  Mar¬ 
ket  Day. 

Sir  Da.  And  yet  fhe  complains  of  Confinement ! 

Rog.  Unreafonable  Woman,  fhe  does ! 

Sir  Da.  Why,  has  fhe  not  the  Liberty  of  the  Gardens  ? 

Rog.  Yes,  Sir. 

Sir  Da.  A  Maid  to  wait  on  her  ? 

Rog.  Moft  true,  Sir. 

Sir  Da.  What  Liberty  wou’d  fhe  have  more  ? 

Rag. 


14.  The  Maid’s  the  Mijlrefs. 

Rog.  She  fhall  have  none,  Sir,  but  I  wou’d  feed 
her  up  with  the  Hopes,  that  fhe  may  have  the  more 
Belief  in  me. 

Sir  Da.  Thanks  dear,  Roger >  prethee  fend  her  to  me. 

Rog.  I  fhall,  Sir.  [ Exit  Roger. 

Sir  Da.  Whilft  vain  opiniated  Fools  are  fo  brainiefe 
to  truft  their  Wives  and  Daughters  to  their  own  Ma¬ 
nagements  (when  Argus  had  not  Eyes  enough  to  guard 
the  Chaftity  of  one  Woman)  I  have  with  Prudence 
fecured  my  felf  of  both,  by  two  faithful  Servants,  the 
one  a  pretty  Girl  I  took  out  of  the  Country  and  as 
I’m  inform’d  a  Gentlewoman  ;  the  other  is  certainly 
the  carefulleft  Servant  that  ever  attended  a  Mailer  ; 
and  as  l  am  told,,  has  been  a  Servant  to  a  Matter 
of  Arts  at  the  Univcrfity  :  Then  for  moral  Plulofo- 
phy,  there’s  no  Man  like  him.  Oh  here  comes  my 
angry  Spoufe  :  A  Mail  woU?d  think,  by  her  Garb, 
there  was  a  Ball  at  Court  to  Night,  and  fhe  to 
perform  the  Office  of  Chief  Lady  of  the  Ceremo¬ 
nies. 

'  Enter  RogerJ  <f^  Lady  Fancy. 

^  ..  .  jyciOhn  01  jcir/nM.  7  ydri6-v/ii;  >! 

How  doft  thou  do,  my  Dear? 

L.  Fa.  My  Dear  !  prethee  Dear  me  no  Dears,  un- 
lefs  you  have  more  than  Words  to  pleafe  me  with 

all. 

Sir  Da.  If  there  beany  thing  in  my  Power  to  plerfe 
thee,  thou  fha’t  have  it,  therefore  tell  ms-whatdtis, 
Child. 

L.  Fa.  A  Husband. 

Sir  Da.  Am  not  I  one,  Honey  ? 

L.  Fa." ‘No.  1  ' 

Sir  Da.  Good  lack  !  What  am  I  then  ? 

L.  Fa.  My  Jaylor,  the  eternal  Robber  of  my  Quiet, 
my  Husband,  S’life  !  you  are  worfe  than  an  Under¬ 
taker,  he’ll  Ray  till  you  are  dead  before  he  makes 

En- 
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Enquiry  how  you  fhou’d  be  buried  ;  but  I’m  /hut  up 
in  my  Coffin,  before  any  Doftor  can  prefcribe  a  Re¬ 
medy  for  my  Sicknefs. 

Sir  Da.  Woman,  thou  provok’ft  me  to  fpeak  plain  to 
thee.  Do  not  think  I  will  Puffer  thee  to  ufe  me  thus. 

La  .Fa.  Man, I  will  take  theLiberty  to  tell  thee, it  is  not 
human  in  you,  to  treat  me  thus  •  if  you  had  any  Humani¬ 
ty  in  you,  you’d  be  afham’d  to  ufe  a  Wife  fo  bafely,  with 
your  needlefs  odious  Jealoufy.  It  wou’d  make  a  Wife  rob 
her  Husband,  ruin  his  Reputation,  difhonour  his  Family, 
abufe  his  Bed,  and - - 

Sir  Da.  How,  Madam  /  — 

La.  Fa.  S’life  1  ’twou’d  provoke  a  Saint - and  I  am 

but  a  Woman. 

Sir  Da ,  Ay,  thou  art  a  Woman,  and  an  ungrateful 
Woman  too  1 

La.  Fa.  In  what,  Sir? 

Sir  Da.  Have  I  not  ever  exprefs’d  Love  to  you  ? 

La.  Fa.  In  Words. 

Sir  Da.  Have  I  not  offer’d  thee  all  I’m  worth  ? 

La.  Fa.  In  Words. 

Sir  Da.  And  what  Returns  do  I  deferve  for  all  this  ? 

La.  Fa.  Words,  Words,  Words. 

Sir  Da.  Why  you - ’Sdheartlikins,  I  had  like  to  have 

Sworn.  Prithee  Roger ,  do  thou  take  her  to  task,  fee 
what  your  moral  Philofophy  can  do  with  her  ?  Read  her 
a  Paragraph  or  two  of  Seneca,  the  Dead  perhaps  may 
prevail  upon  her,  but 'I’m  afraid  the  Living  will  befiege 
her  to  little  Purpofe,  unlefs  they  can  blow  up  that  im¬ 
pregnable  Fortrefs  her  Tongue. 

f  Exit  Sir  David.  Roger  looks  at  the  Door. 

F&.Fa.  Is  he  gone,  Roger  ? 

Rog.  Safe  for  two  Hours  to  my  Knowledge,  Ma¬ 
dam. 

La.  Fa.  Then  will  you  be  | 

Roger ,  in  fome  of  your  Moral 


leas’d  to  inflruft  me,  Mr. 
Philofophy  ;  for  that’s  the 

Le/fon 
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V  .  ' 

LelTon  I  find  my  Husband  defigns  you  my  Inftructor 
for.  :  $  H  \ 

Rog.  I  can’t  tell,  Madam,  what  he  defigns ;  but  the 
Precepts  I  would  fet  before  you,  fhould  be  natural  Philo- 
l'ophy. 

La.  Fa,  No,  pray,  Sir,  paint  me  out  fome  of  your  nice 
Rules,  and  Inftruaions  how  I  can  patiently  bear  a  rigid 
Husband’s  hard  Ufage,  Want  of  Company,  and  a  clofe 
Confinement,  c  'cn  from  Part  of  my  own  Family. 

Rog .  Why  v  deed,  Madam,  to  paint  Philofophy  truly, 
is  to  prefent beautiful  Lady,  with  a  Difli  of  lour  Meat, 
which  your  tender  Stomach  can  never  digeft :  Moral 
Philofophy  is  a  kind  of  Art  quite  contrary  to  your  Con- 
ilitution  :  It  will  inftead  of  retaining  Beauty  on  that  An¬ 
gelical  Face,  plant  the  fad  Refemblance  of  fourfcore, 
with  the  Wrinkles  thereunto  appertaining  :  It’s  a  meer 
Contradi&ion  to  all  Pleafure,  and  perfectly  denies  the 
Ufeofour  Senfes. 

La.  Fa.  O  fie  upon  it. 

Rog.  Inftead  of  rich  Cloaths,  coftly  Jewels,  gilt 
Coaches,  Balls,  Plays,  Masks  and  other  Diverfions,  you 
mult  be  content  with  a  black  Veil,  the  Livery  of  Grief 
and  Sorrow  ;  you  muft  feed  upon  Sighs,  and  drink  no¬ 
thing  but  Tears,  and  make  your  Day  as  dark  as  Night. 
If  you  can  like  this  Way  of  Living,  Madam,  I’ll  read 
Philofophy  to  you. 

La.  Fa.  Not  I. 

Rog.  Here’s  a  Letter,  there’s  a  Left u re  of  Love 
from  Mr.  Gajlove ,  there’s  not  a  Line  in’t,  but  is  able  to 
confound  the  Wgeft  Volume  of  Philofophy  that  ever 
Arijlotie  writ. 

La.  Fa.  O  good  Roger,  give  it  me  quickly. 

[Gives  her  the  Letter, {he  reads  it. 
Dear  Roger ,  run  quickly  to  him,  defire  him  with  all 
fpeed  to  come  to  me,  for  I’m  impatient  till  I  fee  him. 

R°g»  I  fly,  Aladam.  [Exit  Roger. 

La.  Fa. 
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L*.  WellHusband,youmay  thank  yourfelf  if  myVertue 
prove  not  as  firm  as  your  Jealoufle ;  I  may  be  apt  to  make 
you  a  fcurvy  Return  for  .the  pafl  Injuries  I  have  receiv’d. 
I muft  plague  you,  Husband,  and  no  Man  more  proper  to 
be  made  a  Fool  of,  than  he  that  defigns  wrong  to  another, 
and  throws  off  the  Man  on  purpofe  to  appear  a  Brute. 

.  [Exit. 


Scene  the  Street . 


Roger  cr  offing  the  Stage ,  -Chariot  calls  to  him  from  the 

Window . 


Char.  Hift,  Mr.  Roger. 

Rog.  Madam. 

Char.  Deliver  that  Letter  to  Mr.  Beauford  the  Mo¬ 
ment  you  fee  him  ;  I  dare  not  hold  any  longer  Dif~ 

.courfe  with  you - 

Rog.  I’m  gone,  Madam. 

<K  ■  r  i  1  |  -1  if  Q>|  4  M  r  r  l  f  1  «»  .  •  r*  fi  1  '  i.  f  ’  . 

Scene  changes  to  Gaylove’j*  Lodgings. 

Gaylove  reading . 

Gay.  • - Cove  in  Excefs ,  does  to  a  Torment  turn , 

And  what  at  fr (l  but  warm'd,  begins  to  burn . 

Why  what  unfavory  Stuff’s  this  ?  Did  I  ever  think 
Ifhou’d  arrive  to  iiich  a  Degree  of  Folly,  as  to  write 
Verfes,  but  what’s  worfe,  that  I  fhou’d  unluckily  fall 
in  love  with  another  Man’s  Wife.  Why  is  that  new  / 
But  by  your  Favour  Charles ,  ’tis  not  fo  very  honoura¬ 
ble,  and  by  your  Favour  Confcience,  ’tis  very  necef- 
fary  for  my  Quiet,  fince  I  can  fcarce  eat,  drink,  or 
Bleep  without  poffefling  her.  Well,  I’ll  e’en  turn  to 
another  Subjeft,  for  Confcience,  and  unlawful  Love 
will  make  but  a  very  odd  Argument. 

D  ,  En- 
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Enter  Boy . 

Boy,  Sir,  Mr.  Beauford. 

Gay.  Defire  him  to  walk  in  :  A  Friend’s  Convert 
tion  is  diverting,  to  a  brain-fick-Loveiv 

Enter  Beauford. 

Goodmorrow,  Ned ,  I  did  not  think  to  have  feen  you 
at  my  Lodging,  confidering  how  defperately  Love 
purfues  you,  and  Matrimony  lies  perdue  to  lay  hold 
of  you  ;  What’s  the  Matter,  Nedy  thou  look’ft  fo  me¬ 
lancholy  ?  N 

-  Beau.  S’death,.  trick’d  by  a,  Girl. 

Gay.  So,  fo,  if  ihe  has  Tricks  before  Marriage,  She’ll 
certainly  be  a  true  Gameftcr  afterwards. 

Bean.  Who  wou’d  put  Truft  in  a  Woman.  ? 

Gay.  I  wou’d,  as  far  as  my  Perfon  went,  provided 
t  was  not  bound  fo  faff  but  I  cou’d  at  ray  Pleafure 
unloofe  it. 

Beau.  I  mean  a  jilting  Woman. 

Gay.  I  mean  any  Woman  that’s  handfome  and  obli¬ 
ging.  But  has  Harriot  prov’d  falfe  to  you  at  laft. 

Beau.  She  falfe./ 

Gay.  Why,  what  wet  Eel  haft  thou  got  by  the  Tail 

then. 

Beau.  Her  Maid. 

Gay.  Ay,  Faith  fhc’s  very  pretty,.  I  faw  her  once 
ftom  the  Balcony. 

Beau.  Has  been  the  falfeft  Creature. 

Gay..  What  promis’d  you  a  Nights  Lodging,  and 
never  kept  her  Word  with  you  I  fuppofe. 

Beau..  Prethee  leave  off  your  brutifh  Opinion.. 

Gay.  Prethee  leave  off  your  whimfical  Riddles,  and 
tell  m;  in  plain  Englifh,  what  you’re  talking  about.. 

Beau.  Why  that  Maid- 

Gay.  Go  on*. 


BeaUr 
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Beau.  Is  a  Jilt. 

Gay.  That  may  be  the  Reafon  of  her  being  a  Maid 
fo  long,  (he’s  a  true  Town  Coquet,  tempts  you  with 
a  Shadow,  but  keeps  the  Subftance  out  of  your  pof- 
feilion — *but  to  the  purpofe. 

Beau .  She  fent  for  me,  and  at  my  firft  coming, 
being  furpriz’d  by  the  Father,  fhe  lock’d  me  into  a 
Clofet. 

Gaiuf  Very  difcreetly  done  in  my  Opinion. 

Beau .  When  the  Father  was  gone,  lhe  let  me  out, 
and  bleft  me  with  the  Converfation  of  my  dear 
Harriot. 

Gay.  As  far  as  I  can  perceive  then,  fhe  has  only 
Jilted  the  Father. 

Beau .  But  when  we  were  upon  the  Brink  of  hap- 
pinefs,  when  we  had  feal’d  our  Loves  by  mutual 
Vows,  when  we  had  both  refolv’d  to  fhare  one  Fate 
lhe  bafely  brought  the  Father  and  betray’d  us. 

Gay.  And  what  was  the  Confequence  ? 

Beau.  Why,  I  was  turn’d  out  of  Doors,  and  poor 
Harriot  is  confin’d  clofe  Prifoner. 

Gay.  Faith,  Nedy  I’m  forry  to  hear  this,  but  hang  it, 
never  let  Love  get  the  better  pf  thee,  I’m  in  love, 
nay  defperately  in  love,  I  love  even  to  Dotage,  for 
I’m  turn’d  Poet,  and  make  love  Verfes,  yet  for 
all  that  lhou’d  I  be  difappointed  the  Torment  fhou’d 
ne’er  be  fo  great,  as  to  put  me  in  a  Feaver. 

Beau .  Nay,  I  dare  fwear  thou’rt  a  general  Lover, 
and  few  Women  come  amifs  to  thee. 

Gay.  Why,  I’ve  known  the  Time,  Ned9  when  your 
Converfation  wou’d  not  have  put  you  to  nice  Scru¬ 
ples,  and  clean  Linen,  where  a  Guinea  might  have 
made  you  welcome  both  at  coming  and  going  wou’d 
have  been  a  fufficient  Temptation  to  you.. 

Beau.  Formerly  I  mull  confefs  I  never  let  the  Dif- 
eafe  of  Love  go  too  far.  If  I  found  my  felf  infnared, 

D  2  -  and. 
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and  the  Perfon  who  caught  me  refus’d  a  kind  'Li* 
berry,  a  brisk  Bottle  or  two,-  with  a  frefh.  Damfel, 
was"  ever  an  approv’d  Remedy,  but  fince  the  firft 
Moment  I  faw  Harriot,  that  [once]  never  tailing  Cor^ 
dial  Wine,  juft  gives  me  eafe  for  the  prefent,  and 
like  cooling  Liquors  in  a  Morning,  after  a  ftrong  De¬ 
bauch  over  Night,  makes  me  but  doz’d  .and  feverifii 
all  the  Day  after. 

Gay .  Truely  we  are  very  prettily  metamorphos’d, 
the  Bottle  does-  but  very  little  Good  upon  me  neither. 
But  you  ftand  fair  for  a  Cure ,  your  Miftrefs  owns 
her  Love  to  you,  ftands  in  defiance  of  her  Father,, 
and  refolves  vi  &  armis  to  give  you  the  PofPeflion  of 
her  Perfon. 

Beau.  And  he  refolv’d  'vi  &  armis,  to  keep  Poffeffion 
of  her  Portion. 

Gay .  But  you  have  the  Law  to  right  you  in.  that. 

Beau.  The  Law  1  He  that  goes  to  Law  for  his  Wife’s 
Portion,  may  as  well  go  to  Hazard,  to  know  whether 
Ms  Eftate  fhall  be  .  his  own  or  not.  . 

Enter  Roger. 

Gay.  Ah  Monfieur  Roger,  what  News  ?  Is  there  anyt. 
Hopes? 

Rig.  Your  Bufinefs  is  done,  Sir,  fhe  ask’d  me  a. 
thouland  Queftions-  about  you,  whether  you  was  not 
the  handfome  Gentleman,  that  pafs’d  by  the  Door  fo 
often,  and  gave  fo  many  dumb  Signs  of  your  Paf- 
fion. 

Gay.  Art  Pure  fhe  faw  me  ? 

Rbg.  Saw  you.  Yes,  Sir,  fhe.  Paid  fhe  faw  you  once 
at  Church  too. 

Gay.  ’Tis  true,  fhe  view’d  me,  and  I  view’d  her... 

Rog.  Right,  Sir.  ,  •  . 

Gay .  At  laft.  £he  blufh’d  and  then  look’d  down. 
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Rd*.  Ay,  that  Blufh  ;  Ah,  Sir,  if  you  cou’d  but 
read  that  Blulh  truely. 

Beau.  Hearkee  Gay  love,  does  your  Love  lie  that 
Way?  Will  no  Venifon  ferve  you  but  what’s  run  out 
of  another  Man’s  Park,-  come,  come  you  may  break 
your  Neck  in  the  purfuit,  but  you’ll  never  be  Mafter 
of  the  Game. 

Rog.  Mr.  Beauford ,  your  molt  humble  Servant.* 

Beau,  Yours  good  Mr.  Roger ,  without  doubt  you  are 
a  faithful  Servant,  for  your  Mafter  puts  great  Confi¬ 
dence  in  you- - 

Rog.  So  does  your  Miftrefs  too,  Sir,  or  fhe’d  never 
have  intrufted  me  with  this.  [Gives  him  a  Letter . 

Beau..  Ha  /  from  my  dear  Harriot .  .  [Reads.  . 

I  Have  jujl  time  to  tell  you ,  Chariot  is  faithful ;  what  * 
fhe  has  done,,  was  only -to  gain  greater  Belief- with  my  * 
Rather,  make  what  hafi  you.  can  to  fee  me,  the  Fool  de-  - 
figrdd  for  my  Torment  (I  am  inform'd}  is  come  to  Down, 
and  I  want  your  fpeedy  Afjifiance . 

Tou  may  trujl  .Roger,  -  for  he's  very  faithful.  - 

Tours,  -and  yours  only  whiljl 
I  am  Harriot.  , 

Dear Roger  there’s  for  thy  pains,  and  I’ll  this  Moment., 
obey  the  Summons. 

Gay .  Why  how  now,  AW,  you  feem  tranfported. 
Beau.  I  am  fo  ;  Love  and  Fortune  have  kindly  un¬ 
dertaken  to  make  me  the  happieft  Creature  in  the 
Univerfe,  if  the  arrival  of  this  Coxcomb,  put-noBaF 
between  me  and'  my  Hopes. 

Rog.  What  Coxcomb,  Sir  ? 

Beau.  Why,  haft  thou  heard  nothing  of  a  Rival,  !, 
nay  a  Rival  in  favour  too  with  the  Father/ 
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Rog.  Not  I,  by  the  Honour  of  Pimping.  Pray,  Sir, 
what  is  he  ? 

Beau .  A  Fool. 

Rog.  A  lack  a  day,  you’re  loft  then,  Sir,  he’ll  carry  her, 
pofitively  carry  her  ;  If  I  were  in  love,  I’d  rather  have 
ail  the  Philofophers  of  both  Univcrfities  rival  me  than 
one  Fool. 

Gay.  Why  fo  Roger  ? 

Rog.  Why  fo,  Sir  ?  Are  not  you  fcnfible  a  Woman  de¬ 
lights  in  nothing  fo  much  as  her  own  Will,  and  can  you 
Imagine  any  thing  but  a  Fool  would  give  it  her,  will 
not  a  Woman  expedl  intolerable  Ceremonies  and  Atten¬ 
dance,  and  who  do  you  fuppofe  but  a  Fool  would  wait 
on  her:  A  Woman  in  fhort,  loves  nothing  but  Babies, 
and  Fools  are  the  fitteft  things  to  be  play’d  with  by 
them. 

Beau.  Ay,  Roger ,  afnd  this  is  a  rich  Fool. 

Roger.  Whaw,  whaw,  if  you  were  Emperour  of  China, 
and  a  wife  Man,  I  would  not  have  you  pretend  to  /land 
againft  him.  But  where  is  this  Fool 

Beau.  Juft  come  to  Town  in  Order  to  marry  Harriot. 

Rog.  Murder  him,  murder  him,  there’s  no  other  Way 
if  you  love  your  Miftrefs,  you’d  better  have  the  Gallows 
than  a  Fool  between  you  and  her,  run  him  through  tile 
Guts. 

Beau.  Fie,  Roger. 

Rog.  Piftol  him. 

Gay .  And  be  hang’d  for  him. 

Rog.  No  matter  :  Broil  him. 

Beau.  Good  Roger.  - 

Rog.  Carbonado  him. 

Beau.  Why  Roger  ? 

Rog.  Mince  him. 

Beau.  Prithee  hear  me. 

Rog.  None  of  thefe  fufficient :  Then  marry  him  to  an 

old  Woman,  I’d  fain  have  the  Dog  feverely  punifh’d - 

Beau. 
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Beau.  Good  Mr.  Roger  be  pleas’d  to  hear  me  a  little. 

Rog .  Ay,  Sir,  with  all  my  Heart,;  But  this  curs’d 
Fool  has  put  me  into  a  perfect  Agony. 

Beau.  Go  you  before  and  acquaint  Chariot ,  that  I  am 
this  Moment  coming  to  wait  on  her  Lady,  and  receive 
her  Command. 

Gay.  And  tell  your  Lady,  that  I  burn  with  Impatience, 
till  I  have  kill  her  Hand:  And  d’ye  hear,  Roger ,  take 
Care  the  Coaft  be  clear. 

Rog .  As  I’m  a  Man  of  Honour,  Gentlemen,  I’ll  be 
punctual  to  a  Tittle. - But  this  Fool — — 

Beau .  O  let  me  alone;  with  him,  Roger . 

-  [Exit  Roger. 

'Well,  Charles,  you  and  l  are  bound  different  Ways,  I’m  in 
the  Purfuit  of  lawful  Love,  that  dear  unfpotted  Jewel  1 
The  only  Treafure  a  Man  ought  to  be  covetous  of, 
whilft  you  follow  the  Chace  of  a  wanton  Paffton,  and 
care  not  who  take>  the  Game  after  you  have  run  it 
down.  A  little  Confideration  I  believe  might  cure  your 
roving  Fancy ;  but  my  hafte  will  only  permit  me  to 
hint  this  to  you-^ 


P  ±  \ 

That  if  your  lawlefs  Wishes  you  obtain 
If  you  have  thought  all  the  Reward  you  Gain9 
h  a  fhort  Pkafure  for  an  Age  of  Bain* 


■  i  d  j'(, 

The  End  of  the  Second  Afc 


ACT 


•  *1 
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. >1  jlil .  i  sciiwx!  •  sa'V^tt  .ll.lt" 

ACT  III. 


Scene  Sir  David  Fancy V  Houfe. 

-Enter  Gaylove  and  Roger. 


jR^.'VTOvv,  Sir,  are  you  ri^>t  pleas’d,  have  not  I 
Jl^N  wrought  Matters  to  your  Wifhes?*  *  -A 

Gay.  Rarely,  Roger ,  but  where’s  the  Lady  ? 

'Rog.  Here  comes  the  Lady,  look  upon  her ;  Sir, 
there’s  Eyes,  there’s  -Checks,  -thefe’s  Lips,  Nofe  and 
Forehead. 

L..  j  ^ 1 1 Oi i.! f>  > .  f  i»  1C  J  Olil  v/olldl  IJO/  fiilf!  t 

'  i  .  »  |  j  . 

Enter  Lady  Fancy.  ‘  • 3  c  *  v  3  -  u 

-1  r.viLJ  rn  jvn:  d  I  noipBidb  ino3  ohitf  A  ,nw« 

Madam  here’s  the  Gentleman  ;  look  upon  him,  Ma¬ 
dam,  is  not  he  a  handfome  young  Fellow  ?•  If  you  let 
flip  this  Opportunity  you  deferve  no  Pity,  but  ought 
to  be  ftill  plagu’d  with  a  jealous  old  Wretch.  There’s 
one,  I  hope,  Madam,  will  revenge  your  Quarrel,  view 
him  from  Head  to  Foot,  a  compleat  Gentleman, 
when^an  you  hope  the  like  again  ?  I’ll  leave  you  ; 
I  know  my  Office ;  I’ll  not  be  far  off  when  the  Dan¬ 
ger  appears,  I’ll  give  you  the  Alarm.  [Exit. 

•  La.  Fa.  Now  can’t  I  tell  what  to  fay  to  him ;  he’s 
a  handfome  young  Fellow  and  ’tis  a  pity  to  abufe 
him  ;  but  he’s  a  wicked  young  Fellow,  and  for  ought 
1  know,  fhou’d  I  difappoint  him,  it  may  bring  him 
to  a  Confideration,  and  take  olf  the  Edge  of  his  va¬ 
nity,  and  prevent  any  further  Attempts  againft  my 
Honour  y  for  ’tis  impoffible  in  Love  as  in  a  Siege  to 
hold  out  for  ever  j  when  the  Enemy  has  a  Fa&ion  with¬ 
in 
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in  the  Town.  Vertue,  Vertue  now  or  never  fupport 
a  tottering  Votr’y.  [a(ide]  Sir,  I  need  make  no  Apo¬ 
logy,  but  only  wifh  ’twere  in  my  power  to  give  you 
a  better  Entertainment,  than  this  poor  Habitation  can 
afford. 

Gay.  Entertainment,  Madam,  Angels  might  feed  upon 
thefe  balmy  Sweets,  and  own  the  Beauties  of  that  Face, 
the  Fire  of  thole  Eyes  fuperior  to  their  Name,  my  Heart 
leaps  to  my  Mouth  and  thus  receives  its  Welcome  [Salu¬ 
ting  her ]  Sure  fome  Enchantrefs  dwells  here,  the  Air’s 
perfum’d.  This  fmall  Apartment  fills  my  Soul  with 
Delights,  more  foft  and  moving  than  e’er  I  felt  before. 
An  unwonted  Blifs  fwells  every  Vein,  and  Joys  un¬ 
thought  of  trickle  thro’  my  fire’d  Blood. 

La.  Fa.  Blefs  me,  you  look  wild,  I  muft  call  my  Ser¬ 
vants.  I  am  afraid  of  you. 

Gay.  Afraid  of  me  that  love  fo  tenderly  as  I  do, 
whofe  Life,  whofe  Soul  depends  upon  your  Frowns 
or  Smiles;  all  but  my  Love  waits  its  Deftiny  from 
you,  and  whatfoever  Ufage  it  receives,  will  reign  im¬ 
perious  in  my  Breaft,  and  as  you  pleafe  muft  blefs  or  kill 
your  Lover. 

*  La  .Fa.  You  carry  the  Liberty  I  give  you  too  far,  I 
defign’d  you  only  fome  fhort  ana  innocent  Converfation, 
you  prefs  rudely  upon  my  Inclination  :  Confider  what 
and  who  I  am. 

Gay.  There’s  my  Excufe,  I  know  the  rude  Authority 
your  Husband  claims,  and  would  improve  the  prefent 
happy  Moment.  O  let  thefe  Arms  do  Juftice  to  your  in¬ 
jur’d -Beauty,  thus  clafping  thy  Celeftial  Form,  let  youth¬ 
ful  Love  and  gay  Defire  invade  your  gentle  Breaft,  to 
meet  in  mine  the  fierceftFlames  that  everMan  receiv’d  or 
Woman  gave.Madam,I  know  your  illTreatment, and  think 
it  Pity  fuch  Beauty  fbould  be  cloyfter’d,  therefore  if  you 

E  -can 
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can  think  me  worthy  to  be  your  humble  Servant—*— 

La.  Fa.  Dare  you  make  your  felf  worthy  to  be  receiv’d 
into  my  Service. 

Gay.  Dare,  Madam  /  but  lay  your  Commands  upon 
me,  and  if  I  fail  in  the  Performance - 

La  .Fa.  What  would  you  do  firft  ? 

Gay.  Why  I  wou’d  fight  for  you. 

La.  Fa.  That  would  fignify  little,  for  I’ve  nothing  but 
ah  61d  Man  to  oppofe  you. 

Gay.  Then  to  fliew  that  I  do  love  you,  go  with  me, 
and  my  Fortune,  which  is  not  inconfiderable,  I’ll  leave 
wholly  to  your  Difpofe. 

La.  Fa.  And  in  a  Months  time  fend  me  packing  home, 
to  make  room  for  fome  Lady  of  a  frefher  Date. 

Gay .  I  fwe^r,  Madam,  by  my  unbounded  Paflion,  to 
love  you  and  only  you,  to  redeem  you  from  your  wretch- 
*  ed  Slavery,  quit,  if  you  defire  it,  my  native  Country,  and 
travel  with  you  wherever  your  Inclination  leads  you. 

La.  Fa.  But  before  I  believe  you,  you’ll  give  me  leave 
to  try  you  ? 

Gay.  Try  me  in  any  thing,  when  I  prove  falfe,  may 
the  Curfe  of  being  depriv’d  of  you  light  on  me. 

La.  Fa.  You  are  refolv’d  to  curfe,  but  moderately  I 
find. 

Gay.  Will  you  not  believe  me,  Madam  ? 

La.  Fa.  ,1  am  afraid  I  fhall  believe  too  much,  Siiv. 

Gay.  And  can  you  love  a  little. 

La.  Fa.  You  prefer  fo  nobly,  Sir,  that  ’twould  be  in- 
grateful  in  me,  not  to  endeavour  a  Retaliation. 

Gay.  Let  us  then  lofe  no  time,  my  beauteous  Char¬ 
mer,  but  prepare  the  Way  with  melting  Kifles..  Other 
Lovers  have  whole  Days  to  fpend  in  Pafiions,  without 
the  Fear  or  Apprehenfion  of  a  jealous  Husband.  Let 
me  entreat  you  not  to  trifle  with  Moments  which  if  loft 
may  never  be  obtain’d  again. 

La.  Fa.  Good  Sir,  not  fo  violent,  lam  afraid  I  have 

a!- 
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already  ventur’d  too  far,  to  admit  a  Stranger  whole 
Chara&er  is  totally  unknown  tome:  It  brings  Con- 
fufion  to  my  Face,  when  I  conceive  what  you  can’t  avoid 
thinkining  of  a  W oman,  who  permits  fo  freely  almoft  at 
firft  fight  the  laft  Requeft  that  can  be  made. 

Gay.  Pifh,  this  is  all  unneceflary  with  thofe  that  know 
what  they  come  about :  A  Girl  of  fifteen  would  not 
make  fo  many  Hums  and  Haw’s,  that  has  no  Know¬ 
ledge  beyond  her  Baby,  and  thinks  as  little  of  Love,  as 
a  Lord  of  paying  his  Debts,  or  a  Door-keeper  of  the 
Play  Houfe  of  living  upon  his  Sailary. 

La.  Fa.  Good,  Sir  a  little  Patience,  the  longer  you  faff 
the  Entertainment  will  pleafe  the  better. 

Gay.  Dear  Madam,  I  fuppofe  this  the  Way  to  your 
Bed-chamber ;  we  lofe  time  in  talking  ;  if  Sir  David  fhou’d 
come,  he’ll  deprive  us  of  the  Power  of  being  happy,  there* 
fore,  Madam,  we’ll  make  an  End  of  this  troublefome  Dif- 
pute  afterwards,  if  you  pleafe.  [Roger  within  fings. 


The  E  outer  came  fiyly  by 
And  frighted  the  Turtles  dear9 
Which  made  them  different  Ways  to  fiy9 
Oh !  Such  was  their  cruel  Fear. 


La.  Fa.  ’Slife  my  Husband’s  coming. 

Gay .  Where  fhall  I  hide  my  felf,  in  this  Ciofet. 

La.  Fa.  The  Door’s  lockt,  and  I  han’t  the  Key  about 
me,  hide  your  felf  any  where,  get  under  the  Table  im¬ 
mediately.  C  He  gets  under  the  Tabley  She 

Jffts  down  on  one  fide ,  takes  uf 
Enter  Sir  David  and  Roger.  £a  Book  and  reads . 

Sir.  Da.  You’re  very  merry,  Roger. 

Rog.  I  hope  there’s  no  harm  in  an  innocent  old  Song  ? 
I’ll  warrant  both  your  Grandfather  and  mine  have  fung 
it  many  a  time  before  now.  $  Sir  David  fits  down  at  the 

i  other  end  of  the  Table. 

E  2  Sir  Da, 
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Si v.  Da.  Pray,  Madam,  is  your  Ladyfhip  in  a  better 
Humour,  chan  when  I  faw  you  laft. 

La.  Ft.  Yes,  Sir,  I  thank  my  Stars,  this  Book  and  fome 
ferious  Conliderations. 

Sir  Da.  Why  that’s  very  well  laid,,  what  Book  is  it 
Child  you’re  reading 

La.  Fa.  It  treats  about  a  Wife’s  Duty  to  her  Hus¬ 
band. 

Sir  Da.  Hey  /  and  what  does  it  fay  of  that,  Love  ? 

La.  Fa.  It  lays,  my  Pbumpy,  that  if  a  Husband 
fhou’d  at  any  time  be  in  the  Wrong,  that  the  Wife 
ought  to  bear  with  Patience,  and  try  by  gentle  Means, 
to  fix  him  to  her  Love.  [Drawing  her  Chair  clofe  to  him.- 

Sir  Da.  Why  !  he  fays  well,  Paflion  in  a  Man  is 
unbecoming ;  but  in  Woman  ’tis  intolerable. 

La  .Fa.  So  indeed  he  fays  in  another  Place,  Phumpy. 
Here  Roger ,  take  the  Book,  and  carry  it  into  my. 
Chamber. 

Sir  Da.  And  bring  me  my  Book  of  Accounts,  that  X 
may  look  out  fame  Work  [or  Jacob  Spunge  the  Bailiff. 

[Exit  Roger. 

Ah,  my  Love,,  thou  carr’ft’nt  think  how  I’m  rejoic’d  at 
thy  returning  to  thy  Allegiance. . 

Enter  Roger. 

Rog.  Sir  I  can’t  find  ’em. 

Sir  Da.  O  they  are  in  my  counting  Houfe,  I’ll  go 
my  felf,  but  hoId>  now  I  think  on’t  ’tis  no  matter, 
fet  me  Pen,  Ink  and  Paper  upon  the  Table,  I’ll  write . 
feme.  Letters  firft.  [La.  Fa.. lays  her  Arm  about  his  Neck. 

La.  Fa.  Indeed  you  .{han’t  write  now,  I’ve  a  great 
deal  to  tell  you. 

Sir  Da.  What  is’t,  deareft  ? 

Enter  Roger,  fets  down  Pen f  Ink ,  and  Exit. 

La.  Fa.  Who  d’ye  think  Pent  me  Word  they  wou’d . 
pay  me  a  Vifit  ? 
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Sir  Da.  I  don’t  know  Child,  . 

La.  Fa.  Mrs.  TattlewellC  Gay  love  takes  out  a  Pocket - 

A  book,  writes  while  Lady  Fancy 
(Jpeaks. 

Sir  Da.  Have  I  not  forbid  all  Caballs  in  my  Houfe  ? 
When  Women  meet  ’tis  for  Mifchief  fake,  like  Mid- 
Night  Witches,  they  are  never  without  the  Devil’s 
Retinue  to  attend  them,  as  Pride,  Slander,  Hypoed- 
fy - 

**  La.  Fa.  Q  but,  Phumpy,  I  fent  her  Word  I  was  in- 
difpos’d,  befides;  if  I  had  had  no  Inclination  to  have 
done  it,  the  Book  I  was  reading  in,  wou’d  have  gi¬ 
ven  me  fufficient  Warning. 

Sir  Da.  Ah  that  Book,  What  fays  that  Book  ? 

La.  Fa.  Avoid  with  Care,  fays  he,  all  Company,  or 
elfe  take  care  your  Husband  may  be  by. 

Sir  Da.  A  rare  Fellow,  who  foever  he  be. 

\jSi.Fa.  For  tho ’  j you-  ivou'd  your  felf  in  Virtue  live . 
Svme  converfation  may  your  Thoughts  deceive. 

Sir  Da.  A  moft  admirable  Man. 

La.  Fa.  Therefore  if  you  rvou'd  Honour's  Rules  obey , 

And  from  her  Paths,  rvou'd  not  be  led  ajlray , 

Let' none  but  your  own  Husband,  lead  the  Way. 

rGaylove  gives  her  the  Letter ,  and 
At  hen  gets  from  under  the  Table  and 
C  Exits. 

Sir  Da.  Oh  this  Poet,  what  wou’d  I  give  to  be 
acquainted  with  this  Poet,  had  he  dedicated  his  Book 
to  me,  he  fhou’a  have  dined  once  a  Week  at  my 
Houfe  gratis,  and  that  wou’d  a  been  no  fmall  help  to  , 
him.  [La.  Fa.  reads  in  this  time. 

What’s  that  you’re  fo  intent  upon,  my  Dear. 

La  Fa.  I  thought  it  had  been  a  pretty^  Copy  of 
Yerfes,  and^  ’tis  nothing  but  an  ugly  Song,  Phum¬ 
py,.  [ Tears  it,  . 
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Sir  Da .  Some  of  Mr.  Roger*  s  Library  I  fuppofe,  that 
Rogue  is  always  raking  up  one  foolifh  Ballad  or  o- 
ther.  [ Enter  Roger. 

Rog.  Sir,  There’s  a  Gentleman  below  defires  to 
fpeak  with  you. 

Sir  Da .  Who  is  it? 

Rog.  I  don’t  know  him,  Sir,  but  by  his  Looks,  he’s 
come  to  Mortgage  or  borrow  Money  upon  fome  other 
valuable  Confideration. 

Sir  Da.  I’ll  be  with  him  prefently,  I  hope  ’tis  the 
Squire,  for  they  tell  me  at  the  Inn,  that  he  has  been 
come  to  Town  this  Hour*  and  went  out  immediately  af¬ 
ter  he  dreft  himfelf.  My  Dear,  I’ll  not  be  long  from 
thee - 

La.  Fa.  When  you  pleafe,  Phumpy. 

Sir  Da.  O,  Roger ,  I’m  ravifh’d,  tranfported,  I’m  not 
able  to  contain  my  felf.  Here,  Roger ,  here’s  fomething 
for  thee,  I  know  thou  haft  been  a  great  Help  towards 
her  Reformation.  I’m  certainly  the  happieft  Mortal 
that  ever  liv’d,  I  believe  Joy  will  make  me  wanton 

[  Exit  Sir  David  paging. 

Ob  l  fuch  was  their  cruel  Fear . 

Rog.  Ay  indeed,  the  happieft  Man  in  the  World, 
for  now  you  have  almoft  loft  the  Thoughts  of  being  a 
Cuckold.  I’m  overjoy’d,  Madam,  to  lee  things  go  fo 
well,  and  this  one  Baulk  lhan’t  caft  us  down,  he 
ihan’t  be  loft,  PH  warrant  you,  Madam. 

La.  Fa.  Roger ,  do  you  call  about  half  an  Hour  hence., 
and  I’ll  give  you  a  Letter  in  anfwer  to  one  juft  now 
left  with  me.  There,  Roger ,  there’s  fomething  to 
keep  you  from  Defpair.  [ Exit  La.  Fancy. 

Rog.  Thank  you,  Madam. - - 

O  Pimping,  Pimping,  what  a  Calling’s  thine,  that 
like  the  Bee  from  Poifon  can’ll:  fuck  Honey,  and  from 
the  gripingeft  Fift  cxtra&  their  Wealth,  witnefs  my 
Mafter  :  Why  here’s  two  Pieces  for  the  Pains  I  take 

to 
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to  have  him  made  a  Cuckold,  here’s  five  more  from 
Mr.  Gaylove ,  to  help  him  for  ought  I  know  to  a  bad 
Bargain,  and  three  from  my  Miftrefs,  to  bring  that 
about,  that  may  be  her  Ruin. 

Thus  every  Way  the  Pimp  is  fure  to  thrive , 

And  rvhtlfi  his  Money  lajlsrin  credit  live .  Exit. 

S cene  the  other  "Part  of  Sir  DavidV  Houfe . 

Enter  Harriot  drefsrd  in  Chariot’/  Cloaths ,  and  Chariot 

in  Harriot’/. 

Char.  You  feem  furpriz’d,  Madam,  but  to  fatisfy 
you,  you’re  to  be  my  Maid,  and  I  your  Miftrefs  \ 
therefore,  now  I  (hall  begin  to  exercife  you  in  your 
Duty,  that  you  may  the  better  know  how  to  behave 
your  fclf.  [ Speaking  to  herfelf  in  the  Looking  Glafs . 
I  vow  an  agreeable  Figure.  O  that  this  Metamor- 
phofis  was  to  laft  for  ever,  my  thinks  I  begin  already 
to  hate  my  former  Character,  what  a  vifible  Altera¬ 
tion’s  here  on  a  fudden,  fine  Cloaths  are  fuch  Orna¬ 
ments  that  I  proteft  I  can’t  perceive  any  Difference 
between  my  Miftrefs  and  my  MiftrefTes  Maid,  Char¬ 
iot. 

Har.  Madam. 

Char.  Prethee,  Chariot ,  what  Suit  fhall  I  wear  to 
Day  ?  [ ajfecledlyi 

Har.  Which  your  Ladyfhip  pleafes*  [ Curtefmg .. 

Char.  They  are  all  out  of  Fafhion,  I  have  appear’d 
in  them,  two  or  three  Times  in  publick,  and  when 
once  a  Woman  comes  to  be  known  by  her  Cloaths, 
every  one  points  at  her. 

Har.  You  go  abroad  fo  feldom,  that  ’tis  impoflible 
they  fhou’d  be  taken  notice  of,  Madam, 

Char »  It.  is  enough  to  carry  the  horrible  Imagination 
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about  me,  I  think  to  Day  I’ll  appear  in  an  undrefe 
to  avoid  Cenfure,  befides  the  Pleafure  of  going  in¬ 
cognito,  is  the  fame  as  being  invifible.  We  fee  every  Bo¬ 
dy,  and  pafs  our  Criticifm  on  all  the  taudry  Creatures 
that  affedt  Gaity,  without  putting  it  in  their  Power  of 
being  reveng’d. 

Har.  Will  you  receive  your  Lover  in  a  -  Difhabille  ? 

Char.  Difhabille,  what  an  admirable  Word’s  that, 
well,  the  French  give  fuch  an  Air  to  all  they  fay  or  do, 
the  reft  of  the  World  are  barbarous  compar’d  with 
them  ;  then  they  fing  with  fuch  a  Grace,  and  fo  gay  ;  we 
are  Derivatives  in  Air,  Derivatives  in  Drefs,  Derivatives 
in  Language,  and  Derivatives  in  every  thing  elfe.  Yes 
Chariot ,  an  Undrefs  is  fo  engaging,  fo  foft,  fo  eafie, 
and  fo  languifhing,  that  a  Lover  is  caught  with  a  Glimps, 
like  Lightning  it  flafhes  on  him,  before  he  can  think 
from  whence  it  comes. 

Har.  I  proteft,  Madam,  you  drefs  to  Admiration, 
fuch  a  peculiar  Fancy. 

Char .  Indeed  there’s  fomething  fo  different  in  Drefs, 
that  its  as  diftinguifhing  as  a  Name,  or  a  taudry  Livery. 
I  fhall  furprife  my  Efq;  I  doubt  not  at  the  firft  Appear¬ 
ance. 

Har.  But  if  he  fhould  prove  Jealous  ? 

Char.  Then  I  fhall  never  endure  the  Creature,  for  I 
muft  go  abroad  when  I  pleafe.  I’ll  not  be  ferv’d  as  the 
Spanifh  Ladies  are,  who  never  ftirout  of  Doors  above 
once  a  Month,  and  then  are  attended  with  a  ftrong 
Guard,  compos’d  of  a  Husband,  an  old  Aunt,  and  two 
or  three  Bravo’s.  Prithee  Chariot  ufe  your  belt  Skill  to 
accomplifh  me. 

Har.  I  wonder  Beaujord  flays  fo  long  ! 

Char .  He  fent  me  Word  he  was  gone  to  the  Inn  to 
watch  the  Squire’s  coming.  Oh  here  he  comes  to  an- 
fwer  for  himfelf. 
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Enter  Beauford. 

Char.  What  News  ? 

Beau.  He’s  come,  there’s  no  Hopes. 

Char.  A  good  Phy Titian  will  tell  you  there’s  Hopes  as 
long  as  Life  lafts,  never  Defpair,  I’ll  be  your  Doctor. 
When  do  you  think  he’ll  be  here,  that  we  may  pre¬ 
pare  our  felves  to  receive  him,  without  his  being  feen 
by  any  of  the  Farfiily. 

Beau.  I  found  him  as  he  was  alighting  from  his  Horfe, 
and  have  fo  manag’d  the  Matter,  that  he’s  come  to  the 
Garden  Gate  to  be  admitted,  and  then  you  may  carry 
him  to  any  part  of  the  Houfe  you  think  moft  con¬ 
venient. 

Har.  No  Place  fitter  than  this,  for  you  know  Char¬ 
iot  commands  all  here,  however  I’ll  ftep  to  the  Gar- 
den-gate,  for  fear  of  any  Accident.  [Exit. 

Char .  In  the  mean  time,  ftep  you  into  that  Room 
and  drefs  your  felf,  there  are  Cloaths  ready  for  you, 
and  play  you  the  Father  as  well  as  I’ll  a£t  the  Daugh¬ 
ter,  and  I’ll  warrant  you  our  Devife  fhall  fucceed. 

[Exit  Beauford. 

Poor  loving  Tits,  what  Pains  they  take,  to  run  into  the 
Snare  that  fo  many  thoufands  before  ’em  have  wifli’d 

to  get  out  of - Now  might  I  pafs  for  fome  great 

Lord’s  Daughter,  if  I  had  but  an  Equipage.  Fine  Fea¬ 
thers  I  fee  make  fine  Birds.  I  have  known  the  time  tho\ 
when  fome  Gentlemen  have  preferr’d  the  Maid  before 
the  Miftrefs ;  and  I  believe  they  have  been  in  the  right, 
there’s  no  making  fubftantial  Love  to  fine  Cloaths,  they 
have  no  Life  in  them,  no  Motion,  nothing  to  pleafe, 
without  Youth  and  Beauty.  I  don’t  know  why  a  whole- 
fome,  handfome  Chamber-maid  mayn’t  be  as  good  as 
feme  Ladies  with  their  Patches,  Paint,  Pafte,  falle  Teeth 
and  Affeftation—  Oh  here  they  come. 
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Enter  Harriot  Squire  Empty  and  Nicholas. 

Har.  Madam,  here’s  the  Gentleman  come  to  Town 
that  your  Father  defigns  for  your  Husband. 

Char.  Are  you  call’d  Sqr.  Empty. 

Emp.  Yes,  Madam,  I’m  call’d  Timothy  Empty  Efq;  of 

Bu/LCalf-Hall  in  Ejfex. 

Char .  I  have  heard  my  Father  fpeak  wonderful  things 
of  you,  Sii'j  but  his  Praife  I  perceive  comes  far  fhort  of 
your  Merit. 

Emp .  Your  Father,  Madam  ?  Why  I  don’t  remember, 
that  I  ever  faw  him,  or  hi  me.. 

j Har.  I’m  glad  to  hear  that.  \afide. 

Char.  No  Sir,  but  I  fuppofe  he  had  your  true  Cha^ 
rafter  from  my  Uncle  Friendly . 

Emp .  Ay,  like  enough. 

[Empty  takes  a  great  deal  of  Snuff,  „ 

Char .  You  take  a  great  deal  of  Snutf,  Sir. 

Emp.  ’Tis  the  Fafhion  they  fay  at  Court,  Madam, 
and  tho’  I  have  liv’d  altogether  in  the  Country,  yet  I  am 
as  abfolute  a  Courtier  as  the  beft  of  them. 

Char .  Indeed,  Squire,  you’re  a  mofl  incomparable  Per- 
fon,  and  I  admire  every  thing  you  do.  . 

Har.  Sure,  Madam,  you’ll  never  condefcend  fo  low, 
as  to  marry  with  fuch  a  Country  Looby  as  this  ? 

Emp.  Country  Looby !  Harkyee,  you  Miftrefs  fetch 
and  carry,  who  do  you  call  Country  Looby,  what  a 
plague  are  all  Loobies  that  don’t  live  in  your  great 
Town  here,  but ’tis  like  your  Manners.*  I  have  heard, 
fay  indeed,  your  Suburb  Foik  think  a  Citizen  and  a 
Country  Gentleman  mull  be  Fools  a  Courfe,  but  I’de 
have  you  to  know,  Mrs  di’de  Gown,  there’s  more 
Fools  come  from  your  Town  to  Ejfex ,  than  we  fend 
Calves  to  London > 

f. 
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Char .  Dear  Squire,  don’t  difcompofe  your  felf.  for  a  filly 
Girls  talking.  ^ 

Emp.  Looby,  all  the  Country  knows  I’m  a  Gen¬ 
tleman  bred  and  born,  and  have  all  the  good  Qua¬ 
lities  belonging  to  a  Gentleman,  for  I  can  drink  Cla¬ 
ret  and  Stale-Beer,  and  play  at  Bowls  and  take  Snuff 
as  well  as  any  Side-Box  Beau  of  them  all,  and  fmoke 
Tobacco  too,  Madam,  and  do  thefe  Signs  betoken  a 
Looby,  Madam. 

Char.  Mind  it  no  further,  Sir,  you  have  my  Con- 
fent,  to  Morrow  is  (I  hope)  the  Day  appointed  for 
our  Marriage,  here  comes  my  Father  luckily  to  give 
his  Confent. 

Enter  Beauford  difguis'd  like  an  old  Man ,  embraces  Squire 

Empty  eagerly ,  by  which  he  beats  his  Snuff-box  in  his 
:  Face,  and  hits  him  two  or  three  Kjiocks  o'* the  Head  with 

his  Cane7  as  he  embraces  him  and  pretends  to  be  very 

deaf. 

Beau.  My  Son,  my  dear  Son,  art  thou  come,  let 
me  embrace  thee  in  my  aged  Arms - - 

Ernp.  Murder,  the  Devil  Nich.  why  Nish,  where 
are  you,  he  has  put  out  both  my  Eyes,  Oh  dear 
Nich.  help  me. 

Beau.  What  does  he  fay  ?  He’s  tranfported,  truely 
fo  am  I,  to  think  how  happy  I  fhall  be,  in  fo  wife 
and  difereet  a  Son-in-Law 

[Beauford  embraces  him  as  before. 

Emp.  What  no  help  near,  am  I  left  alone  with  the 
Devil?  Why  Miftrefs  Harriot ,  Nich ,  pray  fome  Body 
help  me.  [Rubbing  his  Eyes. 

Char.  I’ll  take  this  Opportunity  of  dealing  down, 
leaft  any  thing  (hou’d  happen. 

Har.  Do  dear  Chariot.  [Exit  Chariot* 
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Har.  Pray  have  Patience,  Sir,  ’twas  a  Mifchancc 
that  happen’d  by  your  Father-in-Law’s  Extravagant 
Kindnefs  to  you.- 

Emp,  Kindnefs,  the  Devil  take  fuch  Kindnefs,  if 
choaking,  fqueefing,  beating  and  bruifing  be  Kind- 

nQ$eau.  I’m  a  little  thick  of  hearing,  pray  how  does 

he  like  my  Daughter  ?  _ 

}■  f,„p.  Better  by  half  Im  Fure,  than  I  do  the  Fa- 

tlier. 

Har.  He  fays,  he  is  impatient,  Sir,  till  you  blefs 
him  with  fo  fweet  a  Prefent. 

Beat/.  Prefent,  don’t  let  him  think  of  Prefents,  for 
when  I  die  I’ll  prefent  him  with  all  I  have. 

[Comes  towards  Squire  Empty. 

Emp,  Good  Miftrefs,  hand  between  me  and  that 
old  Tartar,  I’m  frighted  out  of  my  Wits  at  the  very 
Sight  of  him.  ,  -  • 

Beau ,  I’m  deaf,  and  can’t  hear  you  Son,  therefore 
pray  fpeak  louder,  What  is’t  you  fay  ? 

Emp.  Say,  why  I  fay,  you’ve  almoft  fqueez’d  my 
Guts  out,  and  made  Puff-Pafte  of  my  Head. 

Beau .  Hey,  dead,  Didft  thou  think  I  was  dead  Child  ? 
Emp .  Dead,  a  plague  dead  or  alive,  I  wifh  you  had 
been  buried  before  I  had  feen  you. 

Chariot  makes  a  Noife  within . 
Har .  S’life,  my  Dear,  my  Father’s  coming,  I  know 
by  Chariot's  giving  this  Signal. 

Beau,  What  fhall  I  do  ? 

Har,  Keep  to  your  Text,,  he’ll  never  be  jealous  of 
an  old  Man. 

Beau.  But  what  fhall  I  fay? 

Har,  Say,  why  fay  any  thing,  come,  Squire,  come 
along  with  me,  I’ll  give  you  a  better  Entertainment. 

[Exit  Squire  Empty,  Har.  and  Nich. 
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*  V  'f'-;  '  ‘  wii'V]  t*|jC  <whh.V/  o 

Sir  David  and  Chariot! 

Sir  Da.  Why  you  are  very  merry  Chariot . 

Char.  And  fo  will  you  too,  the  Squire’s  come. 

Sir  Da.,  Is  he  here  ?  •  -t  •  .  •  • 

Char.  No,  Sir,  but  there’s  an  old  Gentleman  juft 
come  from  him,  whom  I  underftand  is  a  fort  of  a 
Guardian  to  him,  pleafe  to  queftion  him,  he  can  give 
you  Information. 

Sir  Da.  I  am  your  humble  Servant. 

Char.  He’s  very  deaf,  you  muft  fpeak  louder,  Sir. 

Sir  Da.  I’m  your  humble  Servant,  Sir,  and  I’m  glad 
to  fee  you  in  Town. 

Beau.  What  does  the  Gentleman  fay  ?  Wou’d  he 
have  me  be  gone  ? 

Char.  No,  Sir,  ’tis  my  Mafter,  he  lays,  he’s  glad  to 
fee  you  in  Town. 

Beau.  Is  that  your  Mafter  ?  I  ask  your  Pardon,  Sir, 
I  have  an  Infirmity  upon  me,  that  makes  me  anfwer 
fometimes  untowardly.  I  am  come,  Sir,  from  a  young 
Gentleman,  to  whom  I  have  been  long  a  Guardian, 
his  Name  is  Squire*  Empty:  « 

SirD^.  Pray,  Sir,  Where  is  the  Squire  ?  [aloud. 

Beau.  Some  Bufinefs  call’d  him  into  the  City, 

Sir  Da.  But  where  fhall  I  find  him  ?  [aloud 

Beau.  At  a  Place  call’d  Billirigs-gxte . 

Sir  Da.  What  Houfe  ?  [aloud. 

Beau.  ’Tis  a  Wine  Tavern. 

Sir  Da.  W  hat  Sign  ?  [aloud 

Beau.  The  Sign  is,  two  Men  holding  their  Hats  off 
to  one  another.  .  «  - 

Sir  Da.  The  Salutation.  [aloud. 

Beau.  Ay  l  ’tis  a  very  civil  Sign. 

Sir  Da.  I’ll  take  Coach  and  go  this  Minute,  bat 
where’s  my  Daughter,  that  file’s  not  here  to  enter¬ 
tain  the  Gentleman — -  Char * 
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Char.  O  within,  Sir,  princking  herfelf  up  I  warrant 
you  to  the  belt  Advantage  y  well  that  old  Man  tho’ 
lu  has  loll:  his  Ears,  has  a  notable  Tongue,  you  can’t 
irnagn  e  how  he  has  prevail’d  upon  her,  do  you  fee, 
Sn ,  i he  has  prefented  me  with  one  of  her  belt  Suites 
01  Cloaths,  on  purpofe  to  entertain  the  Squire  with 
Splendor. 

Sir  Da .  Dear  Chariot,  thou  revived  me,  I’ll  haften 
to  the  Squire  ;pray,  Sir,  will  you  be  pleas’d  to  refrefh 
your  felf  for  a  >fhort  time,  I’ll  be  back  with  Speed, 
and  allure  your  felf  there’s  nothing  in  my  Houfe,  but 
Nwhat  you  may  command  as  your  own.  [Exit  Sir  Da. 

Beau .  I  thank  you,  Sir.  I’m  glad  he’s  gone,  for  I’m 
<;all  over  in  a  Sweat  for  fear. 

•  \Char.  So  am  I. 

Enter  Harriot. 

Har.  And  truely  I’m  not  far  from  thofc  Circum- 
fiances. 

Beau.  Well  iijy  dear  Harriot,  I  have  fecur’d  your 
Father  for  a  Brace  of  Hours  at  leaft,  where  are  the 
<  two.  Boobies  ? 

Har.  Stareing  at  the  Piftures  with  as  much  eager- 
nefs  as  if  they  were  as  many  Monfters  brought  from 
Jfrick. 

Beau.  Then  don’t  delay  a  Moment,  but  haften  to 
our  other  Projctt,  for  fince  kind  Fortune  puts  it  in 
our  Power, 

»  f,  .  b  - - -  f  ,  i 

Let  us  this  Opportunity  improve , 

And  ftgn  the  everlajling  Bond  of  Love. 

End  of  the  third 
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ACT  IV, 


£/;^r  Harriot,  Chariot  Squire  Empty  and  Nicfi. 

t  w-  ^  y  ,  '  _  \  ;  f  j  C'V  ■j’’  J 

£wp-T'  Have  bfcen  embrac’d,  CArrefled,  beaten  and  1 
fqueez’d,  at  fuch  a  rate,  that  I  have  hardly 
a  free  Place  about*  me.  >  v-  f  * 

Char .  ’Tis  his  Way  to  receive  his  Friends;  after  that 

Manner,  but  pray  excufe  him  for  my  fake- - -he 

thought - —  i.  ;  n  . ; 

Emp.  He  thought!  If  that  be  his  Way  of  thinking,-, 
I  wilh  he  had  loftJiis  Memory.  ;  However  don’t  let .. 
him  come  near  me  any  more,"  for  fear  I  Ihou’d  have 
as  mifchievous  Thoughts  as  himfelf. 

Char.  It  grieves  me.  to  the  Soul,  to  fee  you  fio  ; 
angry.  • S'..;;  [Weeps  . 

Emp.  In  fpight  of  all  I  have  undergone,  I  can’t  for*  - 
bear  loving  her.  Therefore  dear  Child  don’t  cry. 

Char.  If  you  lov’d  me,  how  cou’d  you  leave  me 
on  the  Rack,  tortur’d  fo  long,  with  Expectation  of  / 
your  Return,  you  promifed  at  our  Parting  to  be  with  ; 
me  in  three  Months  and  now  fix  are  fully  expir’d.  !, 
Emp.  Hey  Day,  what  Whirligig  is  the  Devil  going  .» 
to  fpin  now.  I  promife  you,  when? 

Char.  What  means  this  Strangenefs,  my  Love,  you  . 
vow’d  you  never  wou’d  forget  the  Joys  I  gave  you 
when  you  were  enclos’d  within  tbefe  Arms,  unufed  ! 
to  fuch  Encounters,  my  maiden  Blufhes  flutter’d  to  * 
my  Cheeks,  ftruggling  to  tell  the  Weaknefs  of  my 
Power  to  oppofe  again  fir  the  fierce  AfTaults  you  made*  „ 
ELrnp.  I  embrace  you,  what  I  ! 

Char.  You,  you,  your  felf,  my  Dear. 

Emp.  What  I  in  Sub  fiance  j 

Chartr 
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Char.  I’m  fure  it  was  no  Shadow. 

Emp.  And  were  we  both  awake? 

Char.  Wou’d  I  had  been  in  an  eternal  Sleep  fince 
you  forget  fo  foon.  [Weeps  much. 

Emp .  Sure,  Child,  its  only  your  Fancy. 

Char .  I  have  too  much  Reafon  to  remember. 

Emp.  I  believe  this  Wife  of  mine,  that  is  to  be,  is 
little  better  than  a — •Gimera'ck.  Why,  Madim,  I  ne¬ 
ver  faw  London  nor  you  before  in  my  Life. 

Char.  What  never  faw  me/ 

Emp.  No  never. 

Char.  What  never  ? 

Char.  No  never  in  my  born  Days,  is  not  that  afuf- 
ficient  Anfwer  ?  c  !  .  i 

Char.  Nay  then*  my  Mifery  is  certain,  and  this  falfe 
Man  by  his  bewitching  Tongue,  has  brought  me  to 
Eternal  Shame.  Dear  Sir,  recoiled  your  felf  a  little, 
you  muft  needs  remember  that  one  Night  condudcd 
by  my  Maid,  you  came  into  my  Chamber,  and  told 
me  your  Name  was  Empty ,  whom  my  Uncle  by  his 
Will  had  appointed  me  to  marry,  that  you  had  juft 
then  mortally  wounded  a  Gentleman  in  a  Rencounter, 
begg’d  I  would  give  you  Sanduary,  and  pro  ted  you 
from  your  Enemies  that  purfu’d  you. 

Emp.  What  I  fight, /  I  kill  a  Man?  She’s  going  to 
bring  me  in  for  Murther  ? 

Char.  ’Twas  then  alas  your  falfe  deluding  Tongue, 
with  gilded  Words,  urg’d  all  the  Arguments  your 
copious  Wit  was  able  to  ihvent,  but  oh  the  laft  un¬ 
happy  Violence  undid  me. 

Har.  Ay,  Sir,  I  remember  very  well,  you  gave  me 
too  broad  Pieces  to  alfift  you,  but  if  I  had  known 
your  Intention,  old  Nick,  fhou’d  have  aflifted  you  for 
me,  however  I  fhall  tell  no  Body,  for  my  Miftreftes 
fake,  poor  Gentlewoman.  Come,  Sir,  let  me  intreat 
you  not  to  abufe  her. 

Char . 
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Char,  Aflill  me  with  you^  Tears,  Chariot,  to  move 
him. 

Har.  Sweet,  Sir.  He  begins  to  melt,  Madam,  don’t 
trouble  your  felf,  he  will  marry  you. 

Emp.  I  marry  her,  prithee,  let  him  marry  her  that 
has  made  ufe  of  her.  I’ll  have  no  old  Shooes  of  another 
bodies  kicking  off;  make  me  thankful  Pm  deliver’d  from 

a -  For  my  Part,  I’ll  go  home  again,  and  let 

him  marry  you  that  has - And  fo,  Madam,  your 

Servant. 

Char .  And  will  you  then  leave  me  here  to  be  the 
Scorn  and  Scandal  of  my  Family  ?  What  will  my  Fa¬ 
ther  fay,  he’ll  murther  me,  and  feek  moft  dire  Re¬ 
venge  on  you,  which  breaks  my  Heart  to  think  of,  tho’ 
you  have  injur’d  me  fo  much. 

Emp.  Do  you  think,  Miftrefs,  I’ll  be  a - Go  fee k 

out  and  find  fome  body  more  fit  for  your  Purpofe. 

Char .  In  the  Condition  I’m  in,  who  will  look  upon 
me,  if  I  Ihould  confent  to  leave  you  ? 

Emp .  Condition  /  I  know  what  a  Condition  my 
Head  would  be  in  if  I  fhould  marry  you.  But  pray 
what  is  your  Condition  ? 

Char .  I’m  big  with  Child,  Sir. 

Emp,  G  the  Devil. 

Char.  Then  how  can  you  pretend  to  make  another 
Choice,  and  what  will  not  my  enrag’d  Relations  do  on 
the  leaft  Sufpicion  ? 

Har.  I  think  you  had  better  marry  my  Miftrefs,  Sir, 
than  run  the  Gauntlet  thro’  the  whole  Family.  They’ll 
every  one,  both  Male  and  Female,  have  a  Cut  at  your 
Windpipe. 

Emp.  I’m  thinking  when  I  go  down  again  into  the 
Country,  what  an  odd  fort  of  a  Man  our  Folk  will 
take  me  to  be,  that  I  could  get  a  Woman  with  Child, 
and  fhe  at  the  fame  time  fifty  Miles  from  me.  But 
pray,  Madam,  does  your  Uncle’s  Will  fay  you  mufl  be 

G  with 
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with  Child  before  you  are  married, if  fo  I  fhall  have 
a  lumping  Pennyworth. 

Chur,  Then  you  are  refolv’d^  Sir,  not  to  marry 

me.  «  '  ‘  ' J  4  t  ^ 

E mp,  No,  Madam,  the  Devil  burn  me  if  I  reprefent 
Charity  fo  far  as  to  keep  other  Peoples  Children. 

CJur,  I’ll  then  go  find  out  my  Father. 

Emp,  You  had  better  feek  out  for  the  Child’s 
Father. 

Char.  Throw  my  felf  proftrate  at  his  aged  Feet,  and 
move  Companion  with  my  Filial  Tears ;  tell  him  how 
like  a  favage  you  have  ravag’d  o’er  my  flagrant  Field 
of  Chaftity,  and  robb’d  me  of  my  Honour  ;  confefs  my 
Fault,  and  beg  him  to.  forgive  me,  beg  him  to  right  his 
injur’d  Daughter’s  Wrongs. ;  which  done,  impending 
Mifchief  will  enfue,  and  break  like  thunder  o’er  your 
wretched  Head.  *  [Exit  Chariot. 

Emp,  She  fays  fhe’s  big  with  Child,  but  on  my  Con¬ 
fidence,  I  rather  believe  fhe’s  big  with  a  Legion  of 
Furies. 

Har,  The  Difpair  you  have  put  her  into  has  di- 
frurb’d  her  Brain,  come,  for  once  be  good  natur’d  and 
have  Compaffion  on  her. 

Emp .  Compaffion,  for  what,  to  marry  a  Gimcrack,  for- 
footh  ;  I  ho£e  you  don’t  dream,  that  I  have  got  you 
with  Child  too. 

J-hr,  No,  Sir,  but  you  having  abus’d  her,  you  can’t 
but  in  Confidence  marry  her.  t 

Emp.  I  marry  her,  look  you  Mrs.  Nimblc-chops,  if 
you  can  make  it  out,  that  I  got  her  with  Child,  I’ll, 
marry  her, 

EUr.  I’m  not  to  be  perfwaded  out  of  my  Senfies,  I  re¬ 
member  very  well  you  came  vich  your  Man  one 
Night,  and  before  Day  I  conveyed  you  both  out  of  the. 

back  Door,  for  fear  you  fihould  be.aifcoverkL 

•  a  *  (  .’V 
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Emp.  O  Miraculous  !  Was  ever  fuch  Impudence  feen 
before.  In  fine,  in  two  Words,  as  well  as  two  thoufand, 
if  ever  I  faw  you  or  you,  Miftrefs,  or  if  I  ever  what  d’ye 
call  it — got  her  with  Child,  or  if  I  ever  come  to  this  Place 
a  Wife  hunting  again,  may  my  Skin  be  ftripp’d  over 
my  Ears,  and  I  be  fhewn  for  an  outlandifh  Monfter. 
Nicky  come  away,  and  make  haft  and  get  the  Horfes 
fadled,  that  we  may  get  out  of  this  Mad-houfe. 

Har.  Do  you  think  to  efcape  fo  ?  No,  no,  there  will 
be  fomebody  here  prefently,  that  will  bring  you  to  a 
fincere  Repentance  for  the  Injuries  my  Lady  has  fuf- 
fer’d.  [Exit  Harriot  and  locks  the  Door  After  her. 

Emp.  fley  day  lock’d  in  !  What  fhall  we  do  now, 
we  lhall  certainly  be  murder’d. 

Ntch.  Nay,  we  are  in  Lob's  Pound,  Sir,  and  muft  be 
forc’d  to  yield  upon  Difcretion.  For  a  Man  may  fee 
by  my  Misfortune  what  ’tis  to  keep  bad  Company, 
here  fhall  I  be  knock’d  o’the  Head  for  a  piece  of  Cat- 
terwaulingl  know  nothing  of.  [<aftde. 

Emp.  Come  Courage,  Sirrah,  letL  make*  the  beft 
of  a  bad  Market,  I’m  refolv’d  one  Way  or  another 
by  Force  or  fair  Means,  to  get  from  thefe— *- 

Nich.  Let’s  break  open  the  Door,  Sir. 

Emp.  Ay,  marry  will  we,  for  I  neither  can  nor  will 
ftay  any  longer,  and  fo  Mr.  Door,  have  at  you — - 

[They  both  pufb  At  the  Door 

Enter  Beauford  difguis'd  as  before  with  two  or  three  Servants 

with  drAwn  Swords ,  Harriot  and  Chariot  following . 

Be  ah.  Where  is  this  Raviflier,  this  Thief,  this  Be¬ 
trayer  of  my  Honour,  this  Gorgon,  this  Hyd.a,  this 

many  Headed  Beaft  of  Luft. - 1  fay  difpatch  him,  I’ll 

have  no  Mercy.  Savants  advance  towards  him. 

G  2  C har. 
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Char .  For  my  fake  hear  him  Speak. 

Beau.  I’ll  do  thee  Juftice  on  the  Cormorant.; 

Emp.  Lookeo,  Sir,  if  it  muft  be  as  you  fay,,  that* 
I  have  got  your  Daughter  with  Child. 

Beau.  What !  does  he  fay  ?  He  has  got  my  Daugh-* 
ter  with  Child  and  will  do  it  again.  Til  prevent  that 
I’ll  warrarfc  you.  This  is  the  firlfc  Difhonour  has  been 
put  upon  our  Family  thefe  500  Years,  therefore  for 
an  Example  to  deter  other  Villains  from  the  like  At* 
tempt  I  command  you  difpatch  him  inftantly. 

[The  Servants  offer  to  fir  ike  him . 

Emp.  Oh.- 

Chat*  I  beg  you  would  preserve  him,  for  tho’  the 
Prieft,  has  not  yet  join’d  our  Hands  in  ceremonial 
Form,  yet  our  Vows  are  regiftred  above,  and  there 
we  ftand  Recorded  Man  and  Wife. 

Beau .  Trouble  not  your  felf,  my  Child,  you  fhall 
have  Juftice,  you  fhall  have  his  Blood. 

Char.  No,  I  delight  not  in  fuch  Cruelty,  there  may 
be  other  Means  to  fave  his  Life,  and  do  me  Juftice. 

Emp.  Av,  Sir,  think  of  any  Way  but  Matrimony 
and  Slaying,  for  I  can’t  endure  .the  Thoughts  of* 
Death. 

Beau .  What  does  he  fay  ?  That  he  will  be  my 
Death  ? 

Nich.  No,  Sir,  my  Mafter  fays,  he  can’t  bear  the 
Thoughts  of  Death. 

Beau.  Say  you  fo  :  What  I’ll  warrant,  you  had  a 
Hand  in  the  Plot,  and  I  defign  you  fhall  fhare  in  the 
Punifhment. 

Nich .  For  my  fake,  Sir,  and  your  own  pray  paerfie 
the  Gentlemen. 

Emp.  Do  you  promife,  Nich.  and  I’ll  perform,  for 
he  has  given  me  fuch  an.  Ague  in  my  Tongue,  that 
I  can’t  (peak  a  plain  Wordr  tell  him  I’ll  refign  all 

my 
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my  Right  and  Title  in  the  iooool.  given  by  his 
Brother’s  Will  to  bis  Daughter,  if  fhe  confented  to 
marry  me  fix  Months  after  her  Uncle’s  Death,  per- 
fwade  him  to  fend  off  thofe  rough  hew’n  Fellows  a- 
way,  for  I  can’t  endure  the  Sight  of  ’em. 

Nicb .  My  Matter  fays,  he’ll  make  over  all  his  Right 
In  the  iooool.  given  by  your  Brother,  and  give  your 
Daughter  leave  to  marry  who  fhe  pleafes,  If  you’ll 
be  fo  kind  to  pardon  him. 

Beau .  Pardon  him,  I,  I,  I’ll  pardon  him  with  a 
Vengeance. 

Nuh.  Sir,  he  fays  he’ll  give  you  Satisfa&ion  under 
Hand  and  Seal,  as  firm  as  the  Law  requires. 

Beau .  He’ll  go  to  Law,  fay  you  fo.  I’ll  fpoil  his 
going  to  Law  prefently.  Do  your  Buttnefs. 

[The  Servants  offer  to  fir  ike. 

Emp.  Dear  Madam  make  him  fenfible  of  what  I 
fay,  that  I  maia’t  lofe  my  Life  for  his  want  of  Ears. 

Char.  By  all  the  Love  you  ever  bore  me,  have  pi¬ 
ty  on  him.  [Kjieels. 

Har.  By  all  the  Services  I’ve  ever  done  you,  and 
by  the  generous  Kindncfs  you’ve  fhewn  me  I  beg 
you’d  fpare  His  Life. 

Emp.  For  my  Soul’s  fake,  Sir.  [Kjieels. 

Nich .  And  for  the  Prefervation  of  my  Wind- Pipe,. 
Sir,  don’t  Man-ilaughter  us,  Sir. 

Beau.  Rife,  Child,  upon  condition  he’ll  inttantly  per¬ 
form  his-  Promife,  at  your  requeft  I  will  forgive  him,, 
let’s  go  into  the  next  Room  and  fend  for  a  Lawyer, 
then  make  ever  your  Intereft  in  the  ioooo  1.  given  to  my 
Daughter,  and  we  fhall  be  very  good  Friends,  and 
you  fhall  have  your  Liberty  to  go  when  and  where 
you  pleafe. 

Emp.  O  this  mutinous  old  Fellow  !  I  v/as  never 
yet' married,  nor  murder’d,  and  I  don’t  care  at  this 
Time  to  try  cither  ;  therefore  let’s  make  hatte,  and 

fend 
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fend  for  the  Lawyer,  that  I  may  be  deliver’d  from 
this  Habitation  or  Beelzebub . 

[ Exit  JBeauford,  Harriot,  Squire  Empty,  and  Nich. 

Manet  Chariot. 

Char .  So,  their  Bufinefs,  I  hope,  is  compleated,  now 
I  mull  mind  my  own  and  my  Mailer’s  and  ly  purdue , 
for  fear  Nature  fhou’d  be  too  prevailing  for  Virtue, 
not  but  I  believe  his  Wife  is  honed  ;  but  Opportu¬ 
nity  leads  many  a  well  meaning  Travellor  out  of  the 
Way;  and  I’m  very  certain  there  is  to  be  a  Meeting 
between  her  alfyl  Mr.  Gaylove  this  Night,  by  Roger's 
being  from  Home  fo  long,  and  my  Mader,  poor  Man, 
is  gone  of  a  Fools  Errand,  therefore  ’tis  in  Part,  my 
Duty  as  well  as  Intered  to  preferve  him. 

The  End  of  the  Fourth  Att. 


ACT  V. 

Enter  Lady  Fancy  Looking  on  her  Watch . 

La.  FaC\  TUch  about  the  Time,  my  humble  Servant 
1VJL  is  t0  be  here,  iull  of  Raptures,  fine  Speeches 
and  a  great  deal  of  Impudence ;  what  Wretches  are  thefe 
vain  young  Fellows  to  think  every  Woman  mud  Sa¬ 
crifice-  her  Honour  to  gratifie  a  Coxcomb,  who  hunts 
after  nothing  but  his  own  Pleafure,  and  leaves  what  he 
fo  vigoroufiy  purfu’d  when  once  enjoy’d,  with  as  much 
Carelefnefs  as  a  Gentile  Gameder  lofes  his  Money, 
or  a  Woman  of  Wit  and  Gayety  parts  with  a  whine- 
ing  Lover.  f Sir  David  within , 

SirDa.  Roger ,  Sirrah,  a  Light  here,  where  are  you? 
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La.  Fa.  Sir  David  as  I  cou’d  wifh  !  He’s  come  as 
exa£t  as  a  Player  to  his  Cue.  Where’s  Mr.  Gaylove’s 
Letter  ?  O  here  it  is.  ^Lady  Fancy  fits  down  upon  a 

<Couch  and  feems  afleep ,  and 
Cdrops  Gay  love’/  Letter . 

Enter  Sir  David. 

Sir  Da.  Ha,  what  is  my  Dear  fallen  afleep  fo  foon  ? 
How  prettily  the  Fool  fits  waiting  for  me ;  upon  my 
Life  her  Fondnefs  wou’d  not  let  her  reft  till  I  came 
to  her  ;  now  will  I  fteal  a  Kifs,  a  dear  Kifs  from  her. 

c  As  he  is  going  to  kifs  her ,  fpies  the 
"c  Letter  which  La.  Fancy  let  fall. 
What’s  this  a  Letter  !  And  directed  for  my  Wife  !  The 
Contents  of  it  I  dare  fwear  are  admirable.  \_Reads . 

EXcefs  of  Expectation  racks  me  till  1  fee  you,  and  1  hope 
this  Evening,  fpite  of  the  old  doating  Fool  your  Huf 
bandy  an  Opportunity  will  offer  to  make  me  happy ,  at  ten  this 
Night  V.ll  wait  on  you , 

Tour  Humble  Servant 
Gaylove. 

Very  fine,  indeed  !  Madam  Penelope ,  Cinthiay  Lucrece , 
thou  Flower  of  Chaftity,  wake  to  thy  horn  brow’d  ? 
Husband. 

La.  Fa .  Ha  /.  Who’s  that  at  this  late  Hour  ? 

Sir  Da.  I  am  Tarquin  come  with  Violence  and  Force 
to  take  Pofieffion  of  thy  Chaftity. 

La.  Fa.  My  Dear. 

Sir  Da.  Yes,  my  wanton  Rib !  Look  upon  this*  do’ft 
thou  know  it  ? 

La.  Fa.  Know  it,  yes,  very  well  ?  ’Tis  from  a  Gen-  - 
tleman  that  loves  me,  that  doats  upon  me,  thatwou’d 
run  the  Hazard  of  a  thoufand  Lives  , to  rcfcue  me* 

from,. 
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from  your  Tyranny,  therefore  you  had  better  ufe  me 
in  another  Manner,  which  may  prevail  upon  me  more 
than  you  imagine. 

Sir  Da,  Was  there  ever  fo  much  Impudence  -!  And  is 
he  a  young  Fellow  ? 

La.  Fa,  Yes,  and  a  handfome  Fellow. 

Sir  Da,  And  a  generous  Fellow. 

La.  Fa,  As  ever  Jupiter  was  to  Danae . 

Sir  Da,  And  a  Loving  Fellow. 

La.  Fa,  Yes. 

Sir  Da .  And  had  you  refolv’d  to  have - - 

La.  Fa,  Not  pofitively  refolv’d,  my  Dear,  tho’  your 
Provocations  were  great,  my  Vertue  wou’d  have  fur- 
mounted  them  ;  I  fhould  hardly  have  facrific’d  my  Ho¬ 
nour  to  gratify  my  Revenge ;  it  would  have  been  pur- 
chafing  a  fhort  Satisfaction  with  an  Eternal  Dif- 
quiet. 

Sir.  Da,  All  Criminals  are  penitent  when  difeo- 
ver’d. 

La.  Fa,  Not  fo  far  difeover’d,  but  by  the  Afliftance 
of  your  faithful  Servant,  Roger ,  time  and  Opportunity 
may  return,  if  you  continue  to  ufe  me  as  you  have 
done,  and  then  I  don’t  know,  but  Revenge  may  be 
powerful  enough  to  gain  the  Victory,  and  alter  my  In¬ 
tentions,  which  were  only  to  Ihew  you  my  Power  and 
your  Weaknefs  to  prevent,  if  I  had  been  a  Woman  of 
no  Vertue  nor  Difcretion ;  for  Wives  like  AfTaflins  have 
the  Means  about  them  to  ftab  their  Husbands  Honour, 
and  afterwards  efcape  without  being  difeover’d. 

Sir  Da.  I  muft  capitulate,  or  I  (hall  have  my  Re¬ 
putation  batter’d  about  my  Ears :  She’ll  make  a  Breach 
wide  enough  to  receive  fuch  Enemies,  which  if  once 
poifefs’d  of  the  Place, ]  will  never  be  drove  out  again. 
O  that  I  could  be  fatisfy’d  of  your  Vertue  how  happy 
fhould  I  be  in  a  Wife. 


La.  Fa , 
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La.  la.  What  Proof  fhall  I  give  you? 

Sir  Da.  None,  none  !  ’tis  impoflible  to  give  me 
any.  [Gaylove  gives  the  Signal. 

La.  Fa.  Harkee  he’s  come,  do  you  retire  where  you 
may  fee  and  hear  all  that  paffes  between  us,  and  when 
you  think  convenient  appear. 

Sir  Da.  And  wilt  thou  be  fo  generous  ?  Give  me 
thy  Hand  Wife,  now  I  think  my  felf  to  bhme  and 
am  convinc’d  by  Experience,  that  moir  Cuckolds-  make 
themfelves  by  their  Jealoufy  and  ill  Nature,  therefore 
I  promife  you  my  Dear,  Liberty,  fine  Cloaths,  a 
Coach,  and  what  elfe  you  can  defire. 

La.  Fa.  Since  you  have  made  me  Miftrefs  of  my 
felf,  you  fhall  find  I  won’t  abufe  the  Freedom.  I 
cou’d  have  ftill  continu’d  to  deceive  you,  but  your 
Kindnefs  has  overcome  me,  and  I  am  now  refolv’d  to 
love  you,  and  continue  an  unfpotted  faithful  Wife. 

Sir  Da.  I  dare  believe  you.  LS/>  David  retires ,  and  then 

La.  Fa.  introduces  Gaylove. 

La.  Fa.  My  dear  I’m  glad  to  fee  you  1  Why  did 
you  lfay  fo  long  from  her  that  loves  fo  well? 

Gay.  And  do  you  really  love  me? 

La.  Fa.  Can  I  chufe  but  love  thee,  my  Dear. 

Sir.  Da.  The  Devil - 

Gay.  Thus  may  I  always  be  receiv’d  with  open 
Arms!  my  Love!  my  Life!  my  Soul!  The  Excefs 
of  Happinefs  is  not  to  be  born.  [ Embrafwg  her. 

La.  Fa.  This  is  no  Happinefs  if  it  confifts  in  me, 
no  Joy,  no  Pleafure,  no  Indearments  to  thcfe  I’ll  give, 
which  Shame  won’t  let  me  tell. 

SirD^.  I  can  contain  my  felf  no  longer.  S’death 
fhe’ll  devour  the  Fellow  before  my  Face. 

Gay.  Oh  take  me  to  your  Arms,  let  me  clafp  you 
like  the  Ivy,  cling  about  you  beauteous  Form,  and 
never  part,  for  here’s  the  greatell  Blifs  that  Life  oy  - 
Nature  can  bellow. 


H 
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£  o  The  Maid's  the  MiJirefs. 

Ln.  Fa.  Will  you  not  hide  me  from  the  frightful 
Fiend,  my  Husband!  Hark  he’s  coming. 

Sir  Da.  Very  fine,  where  will  this  end  ? 

Gay.  ’Tis  nothing  but‘  your  Fears,  let’s  retire  to 
fome  more  private  Apartment,  there  with  Freedom, 
we  may  furfeit  with  full  Gufts  of  Love. 

[La.  Fancy  comes  from  Gay  love. 

La.  Fa.  What  wou’d  my  Husband  and  the  World 
think,  fhou’d  they  but  fee  us  now,  the  very  Appre- 
henfion  has  made  all  things  appear  frightful,  nay  my 
thinks  you  are  transform’d,  from  what  you  were  in¬ 
to  a  ftrange  Monfter  !  Now  I  confider  truely,  I 
have  been  to  blame,  I  have  been  put  upon,  foully 
abus’d. 

Sir  Da.  Say  you  fo. 

Gay.  Prethee  Charmer  lay  afide  thefe  unneceflary 
Apprehenfions,  drown  them  all  in  Blifs,  Honour  is 
a  meet  Bubble,  made  ufe  of  by  all  the  World,  like  a 
masking  Habit  to  deceive  one  another. 

La.  Fa.  I  can’t  perceive  thofe  fanfied  Beauties  I  be- 
‘  held  before,  nothing  to  engage  me,  to  abufe  my  Hus¬ 
band,  and  ruin  my  Reputation. 

Sir  Da.  Well  faid  E’faith,  Girl. 

Gay.  What  means  my  Love? 

La.  Fa.  No  captivating  Form,  nor  any  thing  to 
doat  on,  no  Face,  no  Tongue,  to  intice,  oh  !  how 
'was  I  miflaken  ! 

Gay.  You  are  a  Woman,  a  very  Woman  !  Now  I 
fee  my  Folly,  and  blame  my  felf  for  likeing  of  a  thing 
not  worth  looking  at. 

La,  Fa.  (afide')  Say  you  fo,  Sir,  I  muft  not  lofe 
my  End.  I  did  but  trifle  with  you,  only  fool’d  thus 
to  try  your  Strength  of  PalFion,  my  Dear  do  you 
think  I  cou’d  forget - * 

Gay.  Very  well,  Madam— 

La  .Fa.  Is  it  polfible  I  fhou’d  fonfake— ~ 

■  <%. . 
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Gay.  A  cunning  Devil  1  Now  if  I  were  to  be  bang’d 
I  can’t  forbear  believing  again.  [afidel] 

La.  Fa.  You  fhall  forgive  me ;  ’twas  a  Trick  to  try 
you,  and  were  I  fure  you  lov’d  me- - 

Gay.  Do  you  doubt  it  ? 

La.  Fa.  I  do  not  doubt  it,  but  he  that  pro felfes  fhou ’d 

do - 

Gay.  What  fhall  I  do  ?— 

La.  Fa  Why,  pifh  I  can’t  tell  you. - 

Gay.  No  Man  {hall  dare  to  do  more ;  I’ll  marry 
you,  (a fide)  Ay  and  Promife  all  before  Enjoyment. 
Your  Husband’s  fentenc’d,  he  fhall  die. 

La.  Fa.  Die. 

5  Sir  David  holds  up  his  Cane  behind  him , 
i  and  makes  threatning  Signs. 

Gay.  Die  !  and  inflantly,'  be  the  Danger  mine. 

La.  Fa.  Die,  did  you  tell  me  ? 

Gay.  I  have  laid  the  Defign,  and  wou’d  murder  a 
hundred  Husbands  to  make  Way  but  for  one  Hours 
Blifs  with  fo  beautiful  a  Lady. 

La.  Fa.  Bloody  minded  Villain  1  What  Danger  have 
I  fhun’d,  and  what  Misfortune  Virtue  fhields  us 
from. 

fWr  David  appears ,  and  feveral  Servants. 

Sir  Da.  Ay,  Sir,  you  are  a  bloody  minded  Villain; 
pray  when  fhall  I  be  murder’d  ?  By  whom,  and 
how,  Sir. 

Gay.  Haft  thou  betray’d  me  ? 

La.  Fa.  Thou  wou’dft  have  ruin’d  me,  ruin’d  my 
untainted  Character,  poifon’d  my  vertuous  Name.  Thou 
feeft  this  Man  my  Husband,  the  only  Friend  a  mar¬ 
ried  Woman  can  expefr,  for  if  they  defert  us,  we 
foon  become  a  Prey  to  Infamy.  Shame  take  you,  the 
very  Sight  of  you  fhocks  my  Soul,  my  Life’s  in¬ 
volv’d  in  his,  and  if  thou  but  aim’d:  at  that,  thou  ftrikcft 
at  mine.  '  ^ 

H  ~  -2  Gay . 
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Gay.  Am  I  difappointed  thus  at  laft,  out-witted  by 

a  Woman/ 

Sir  Da.  You  fee  this  Lady  has  prefer’d  her  old 
doating  Fool  of  a  Husband,  before  your  young  Rogue- 

fhip. 

La  Fa.  You  make  a  Trade  of  betraying  Women, 
and  think  it  a  noble  A&ion  to  abufe  our  weak  Sex, 
whom’  you  fhou’d  guard  from  Ill.  Sir,  I  hope  when 
o’er  a  Bottle,  you  talk  loofly  of  the  City  Ladies, 
and  the  kind  Reception  they  have  given  you,  you’ll 
think  on  me  as  an  Exception  from  the  general  Rule. 

Gay.  Fool’d  thus  finely. 

Enter  Chariot. 

Char.  There’s  a  Gentleman  within,  Sir,  fays  he’s 
come  from  EJfex ,  but  in  my  Conference  I  rather  be¬ 
lieve  lie’s  come  from  Bedlam. 

Sir  Da.  Why  what’s  the  Matter? 

Char.  The  Matter,  he  fays  your  Daughter  is  a 
Whore,  that  file’s  big  with  Child,  and  when  my 
Mi  If  refs  fpoke  to  him,  he  call’d  her  filthy  Chamber- 
Maid,  he  fays  he  has  Teen  your  Worfhip,  and  given 
you  a  Releafe  for  the  ten  thoufand  Pounds  left  by 
Jour  Brother. 

Sir  Da.  What  the  Devil  ails  the  Fellow.  Come 
my  Dear,  we’ll  go  in  and  unravel,  if  poflible  this 
Myftery  ;  made  over  the  ten  thoufand  Pounds  to  me, 
by  my  .  Life  I  never  faw  him,  nor  know  I  whether 
he  be  a  Man,  or  a  Monfter,  but  by  Defcription ; 
Hum y  hey  ^  do  you  take  Care  of  that  merciful  Gentle¬ 
man  till  I  return. 

f Exeunt  Sir  David  La.  Fa.  with  two  other  Servants . 

Gay.  How  like  a  Fool  I  look  1  how  poor,  how  vile 
am  I  become?  ’Sdeath  1 1-hall  be  expos’d  to  the  whole 
Town  /  lampoon’d  by  every  Scribler  /  a  Plague  of  our 

mo- 
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modern  Poets  for  corrupting  my  Manners  with  their 
bad  Characters,  who  always  reward  a  Profligate 
Whore-Mafter  with  a  good  Fortune  ;  and  had  this 
damn’d  Intrigue  of  mine  been  a  Fable  of  their  work¬ 
ing  up  in  the  End,  I  fhou’d  ha’  been  a  happy  Man, 
no  doubt,  but  I  fhould  have  had  the  Bell  of  the  Play 
beftow’d  upon  me,  only  for  endeavouring  to  make  a 
Cuckold. 

Char,  [ajide]  So,  I  find  his  Intrigue  with  my  Lady 
has  ended  as  I  cou’d  wifh  :  And  now  I’ll  fee  what 
he  has  to  fay  to  me,  I  like  him,  and  he-  does  not 
know  it,  that’s  a  Misfortune  to  us  both  ;  for  he  wants 
a  Woman,  and  I  a  Man.  I  wou’d  fain  fpeak  with 
you,  Sir. 

Gay.  I  fancy,  Child,  you  may  fpare  your  felf  that 
Trouble  ;  for  you  appear  with  a  Female  Face,  and 
tho’  ’tis  Death  by  the  Law  to  burn  the  Original  with¬ 
out  due  Courfe  of  Juftice,  I’m  refolv’d  every  PiCture 
of  a  Woman  fhall  fhine  like  Troy  in  the  Light  of  its 
lafl  Conflagration. 

Char.  Are  you  fuch  arrEnemy  to  Women,  Sir. 

Gay .  So  much  that  I  wonder  at  my  Patience  for  fuf- 
fering  thee  in  my  Sight  lb  long> 

Char.  Pray,  Sir,  in  what  have  our  Sex  fo  mightily 
offended  you? 

Gay.  Set  themfelves  up  for  Mirrours,  and  fliewn  me 
the  true  Refembiance.ot  a  Coxcomb. 

Char.  And  was  not  that  well  done  ? 

Gay.  No  it  Diffracts  me/  Harkyee  Mungrels,  what  do 
you  grin  at?  Keep  your  Paws  at  a  Diftance,  Or  I  fhall - - 

Char .  Hold,  Sir,  there’s  no  Occalion  for  a  Sword; 
withdraw.  [Exeunt  Servants.  ^ 

Now,  Sir  we  are  alone,  anfwer  me  one  Que/fion. 

Gay.  Prithee  don’t  be  troublefome  •  I’m  not  at  lei  fare 
to  hearken  to  your  Chit  Chat.  I  lay  leave  me,  before 
my  Paflion  provokes  me  to  do  an  unhandfome  A  Clio  n.  I 

could 
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could  wifh  as  Caligula,  did  by  the  Roman  People,  that  all 
Women  kind  had  but  one  Neck. 

Char .  And  what  then  ? 

Gay.  I  wou’d - 

Char .  Is  your  Name  Gaylove,  Sir  ? 

Gay.  It  is,  Madam,  Pm  not  aflham’d'  of  my  Name, 
tho’  perhaps  I  may  have  fome  Occafion  to  be  fo  of  my 
Actions. 

Char. .  Were  you  never  acquainted  with  one  Conflant. 

Gay.  James  Conflant  ? 

Char.  What  makes  you  dart  fo  ? 

Gay.  What  makes  you  ask  that  Queftion  ? 

Char.  As  Pm  inform’d  he  loft  his  Life  in  a  Duel,  to 
preferve  your  Honour;  being  both  engag’d,  he  fell  a 
Prey  to  Pate ;  But  you  became  the  more  enrag’d  by  a 
fympathetick  Stob  your  Friend  receiv’d,  left  him  you 
had  engag’d,  and  flew  with  an  impetuous  haft  to  take 
Revenge,  the  which  you  bravely  did,  and  facrific’d  both 
your  Oppofers  to  his  Ghoft. 

Gay.  What  can  you  mean  to  reap  up  a  difmal  Tale,  I 
thought  had  been  long  forgot — -  c 

Char c  I’m  concern’d  for  one  as  much  a  Friend  to  me,  as 
you  could  be  to  him;  therefore  I  mufpbe  heard. 

Gay.  You  have  calm’d  my  Pallion,  ask  what  you 
will,  and  let  but  his  Name  be  mention’d,  thy  Suit  is 
granted,  tho’  it  were  my  Life. 

-  Char.  That  Conflant  left  a  Sifter,  whofe  Misfortunes 
being  too  heavy  for  her  to  fupport,  defir’d  me,  know¬ 
ing  I  had  Acquaintance  with  your  Friend,  Mr.  Beau- 
ford ,  to  interceed  for  her. 

Gay.  Interceed  for  her !  I  beg  you  fair  one,  by  all 
that’s  good  and  charitable,  inftruT  me  where  fhe  may 
be  found,  that  I  may  fee  the  dear  Remains  of  my  lo¬ 
ved  Friend,  and  gratefully  repay  the  Debt  I  owe  to 
him. 


Char. 


The  Maid’s  the  Miff  refs.  .  ££ 

C/;4r.  Know  you  this  Ring  ?  [She  fbervs  a  King.. 

Gay.  The  fame  I  gave  to  Conftant,  as  a  Pledge  of  Friend- 
fhip,  that  unhappy  Day  he  loft  his  Life.  Amazement 
and  Stupidity  1  That  I  fhould  not  perceive  thou  were  fhe ! 
Each  Feature  of  your  Face,  each  gentle  Look  difeovers, 
yea,  the  Image  of  my  Friend,  for  he  was  never  fierce  till 
Anger  mov’d  him ;  wilt  thou  partake,  thou  dear  and 
helplefs  Orphan,  my  Fortune,  for  my  Perfon  is  too  vile  ? 
and  if  I’m  unworthy  to  be  call’d  a  Husband,  call  me  as 
Conftant  did,  thy  loving  Friend  and  Brother. 

Char.  Indeed  I’m  that  unhappy  Sifter ;  being  left  defti- 
tute,  when  my  Brother  unexpe&edly  was  kill’d,  and  you 
fled  to  preferveyour  Life,  I  was  forc’d  to  fhift  for  /ny  felf. 
The  Eftate  my  Brother  left  was  mortgag’d  to  Sir  David : 
He,  true  Mifer  like,  without  any  regard  to  the  next  Heir, 
feiz’d  upon  it,  I  being  unknown  to  him,  or  any  of  his  Fa¬ 
mily,  procur’d  my  felf  to  be  admitted  here  to  wait  upon 
his  Daughter  :  He  was  rich  and  Powerful,  I  poor  and  de- 
ftitute  of  Friends  and  Relations,  therefore  fear’d  it  would 
be  to  no  Purpofe  to  difeover  my  felf,  not  being  able  to  ob¬ 
lige  him  to  do  me  Juflice,  but  waited  for  this  Opportu¬ 
nity  to  apply  my  felf  to  you,  and  now  you  know  me  and 
my  Fortune,  if  you  dare  take  me  for  better  for .  worfe,  I 
relign  both  to  your  Difpofal. 

Gay,  You  confound  me,  Madam  1  I  know  not  how  to - 
make  a  fmtable  Return  for  this  exceflive  Generoflty.  We 
will  inftantly  to  the  next  Prieft,  and  exchange  a  folemn 
Promife  or  two,  and  then  wait  upon  Sir  Davidy  and  make 
a.  Demand,  if  he.  refufes,  I  and  my  Elfate  are  at  your  Ser¬ 
vice  to  recover  it. 

Char.  I  don’t  doubt  but  you’ll  ufe  me  honourably  for, 
my  Brother’s  Sake. 

Uay.  By  Heavens  I  will. 

Since  in' my  Caufe  his  Generous  Life  did  end 

DU  be  thy  Husband^  Brother and  thy  Friend ,  [ Exeunt . 

Enter* 
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Enter  Sir  David,  Squire  Empty  and  Nicholas. 

Sir  Da .  I  proteft  I’m  furpris’d,  and  know  not  what 
to  fay  to  this  Matter,  a  Frenzy  has  poflfefs’d  him. 

Emp.  Why  you  old  Fool,  do  you  think  we  Country 
Gentlemen  are  to  be  banter’d  out,  of  our  Senfes,  hark- 
yec  Nicholas ,  is  this  that  Sir  David  Fancy  we  law  but  now, 
that  had  like  to  have  murder’d  us. 

Nich.  Sir,  Dear  Sir,  let’s  be  gone,  for  nothing  but 
Witches  and  Devils  inhabit  here;  For  my  Part  I  be¬ 
lieve  it  is  an  . enchanted  Cattle,  and  we  have  a  Spell  fet 
round  us. 

Emp.  I  fay  Sir  David's  Daughter  is  a  Whore,  and  he’s 
a  Knave,  and  I  and  my  Man  Nicholas  will  prove  it,  and 

fo  good  Mr - 1  know  not  who,  fare  you  well.  ’Sdeath 

I’ll  go  down  into  EJfex,  and  confult  old  Scribble  the  At- 
tourney  (for  you  know  he  has  a  long  Head  Nicholas ) 
and  then  we’ll  come  up  to  Town,  and  make  the  Devil  to 
do  before  I’ll  lofe  ten  Thoufand  Pounds. 

c  He  is  going  in  haft ,  and  is  met  hy  Beau- 
Iford  in  his  own  Qloaths ,  and  Harriot. 

Har.  Stay  a  little,  good  Squire,  and  take  my  Advice : 
’Tis  now  too  late  to  talk  of  going  to  Law  ;  for  I’m 
already  married  to  this  Gentleman. 

Emp .  Married  what’s  that  to  me,  you  may  be  married 
or  unmarried,  or  hang’d  for  all  I  care,  Mrs  Phrippery  : 
I  don’t  doubt  but  you  have  AITurance  enough  to  face  me 
out  of  ail  Acquaintance,  as  impudently  as  this  Perfon 
has  fac’d  me  into  one. 

Sir  Da.  How !  Married  !  Have  not  I  forbid  you  my 
Houfe,  Mr.  Beauford ,  and  often  told  you,  that  difobe- 
dient  Girl  my  Daughter  was  oblig’d,  by  her  Uncle’s  Will 
to  marry  Squire  Empty ,  or  forfeit  ten  thoufand  Pounds. 

Beau.  That  Objection  is  now  remov’d,  for  this  Gentle¬ 
man  has  by  a  Writing  under  his  Hand  and  Seal,  alTign’d 

to 
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to  me  all  his  Right  to  your  Daughter  and  alfo  to 
the  ten  thoufand  Founds  you  fpeak  oh 

Sir  Da.  What  can  this  mean 

Beau.  I  have  been  the  Caufe  of  all  this  Confufion, 
Sir,  -and  muft  beg  your  pardon  ;  not  knowing  how  eo 
gain  your  Confent,  and  being  unwilling  this  Lady 
fhou’d  be  ten  thoufand  Founds  the  worfe  for  my 
marrying  of  her,  I  made  bold  with  your  Chara&er 
to  receive  the  Squire  Empty  ;  your  Daughter  turn’d 
Maid  and  Chariot  turn’d  Mi  ft  refs  ;  by  which  Means 
we  perfwaded  him  to  refign. 

Sir  Da.  Say  you  fo,  then  take  her  now  with  my 
Confent,  and  blefs  you  together.  You  fee  the  Necef- 
fity  of  this  Affair,  and  I  hope  you’ll  pardon  them, 
as  I- have  done;  when  Lovers  are  agreed,  ’tis  impof- 
fible  to  rule  their  Faftions,  or  pretend  to  feparate 
them. 

Beau .  Sir,  Confider  were  you  in  love,  and  belov’d 
by  a  fair  Lady  as  I  am  ;  I  believe  like  me,  you’d 
leave  no  Way  untry’d  to  obtain  the  Folfeflion  of 
her.  • 

La.  Fa,  We  all  intreat  you  will  forgive  them. 

Emp.  I  can’t  tell  what  to  think  of  this  Matter,  but 
if  you  will  all  undertake.  I  fhan’t  be  beau,  nor  my 
Eyes  put  out,  nor  be  married  to  a  Wench  fix  Months 
gone  with  Child,  nor  run  the  Hazard  of  having  my 
Throat  cut,  I  don’t  care  if  we  are  Friends,  and  here’s 
my  Hand  upon  the  fame,  Sir  David  Fancy  that  was. 

Enter  Chariot  and  Gay  love. 

Sir  Da.  O,  Sir,  I  had  forgot  you,  go  call  a  Confta- 
ble  inftantly.  ..  [Exit  Servant. 

Gay.  You  may  fpare  your  felf  that  Trouble — -I’m 
now  come  with  this  Lady  who  is  my  Wife  to  de¬ 
mand  the  Eftate  of  James  Conjlant  deceafed,  which  you 
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are  potfefs’d  of  by  Virtue  of  Mortgage,  file  being  his 
Sitter  and  foie  Heir. 

Sir  Da.  How !  my  Daughter’s  Maid,  Sitter  to  Confiant ! 
impottible  ! 

Char .  Is  not  this  your'  Hand,  and  the  Counterpart 
of  that  Mortgage  ?  #  \ 

Sir  Da.  I  own  it,  Madam,  the  Ettate  is  yours,  if 
you  make  what  you  fay  appear,  for  it  has  fully  pay’d 
me  my  Principal  and  Intereft,  for  which  it  was  en¬ 
gag’d. 


Enter  Servant . 


Serv.  Sir,  the  Conttable  is  come. 

Sir  Da.  It’s  no  matter  now,  fend  him  away*  Take 
Care,  Sir,  you  don’t  make  love  to  my  Wife  again,, 
for  tear  I  fnou’d  return  the  Complement,  for  you 
have  put  into  my  power"  to  attempt  ReprifaL 

Gay.  No  more  of  that,  Sir, - -  bad  Company,  Ex¬ 

cels  of  Wine,  and  little  Thought,  made  me  ad  like 
the  reft  of  the  World  y  but  now  this  Lady,  and  a  true 
Apprehenfion  of  my  vicious  Attempt  upon  your  Wife’s 
Vertue  (which  I  believe  impregnable)  has  taught  me 
to  look  back  upon  my  former  Adions,  and  feverely 
cepfiire  my  ungoyern’d  Paflions. 

%  n  C;>ivt,ri  iu  ■  1 

u  fyter  One  of  Sir  David's  Servants*, 

•>  r  ■  ''l  i  : »  x’-j'liVA  j  :  ^  s H  fci  1 J  i  ijii  .  A  .  ‘  .i 

Ser ,  Sir,  The  Servants  wait  without  to  know  what 
you  would  pleafe  to  have  done  with  Roger*. 

Sir  Da.  Bring  in  the  Rogue,  and  let’s  fee. how  he  looks 
under  his  Tribulation,,  , 
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Entey  Servants  with  Roger. 

» 

Sir  Da.  I  muft  give  you  a  Remembrance  or  two  for 
confpiring  Cuckoldom  againft  your  Lord  and  Ma¬ 
tter,  I’ll  have  no  Mercy,  I’ll  murder  you,  ye  Dog. 

[ [Beats  Roger. 

Rog .  Ah  Dear  Sir,  good  Mr.  Gaylove ,  intreat  my  Ma¬ 
tter  to  forgive  me ;  .and  you, 'Madam,  I  hope  won’t  quite 
forget  your  neceflary  Utenfil. 

Beau .  Come,  Sir,  be  merciful,  you  had  no  Injury  done 
you,  only  your  Houfe  attempted,  not  broke  open, 
Sir  David. 

La.  Fa.  As  he  was  a  necelfary  Tool  made  ufe  of  to 
convince  you  of  your  Errors,  I  hope  you’ll  pardon 
him. 

Char.  Fie,  Mr.  Gaylove ,  this  is  worfe  than  a  cowardly 
Captain,  who  deferts  his  Regiment  when  they  are  en¬ 
gag’d  j  what  leave  poor  Roger  when  you  drew  him  into 
the  Misfortune.  < 

Gay.  My  dear,  that  would  be  ungrateful ;  there,  Roger , 
there’s  fomething  towards  putting  you  in  an  honeft  way 
to  live,  and  I  hope,  Sir  David}  you’ll  contribute  towards 
his  Reformation. 

Sir  Da.  Contribute,  ay  I’ll  contribute  a  good  Tree  to¬ 
wards  making  a  ftrong  Gibbet  for  the  Rogue,  but  get  you 
gone  about  your  Bufinefs,  go  Sirrah  out  of  my  Sight. 

Rog.  It’s  time  to  leave  the  Pimping- trade  when  La» 
dies  betray  their  own  Secrets. 

Miracles  I  find  will  never  ceafe, 

The  Legend  fcarce  has  one  fo  great  as  this, 

A  tefty  Husband,  ufelefs  old  and  jealous, 

A  kind  Occafion,  and  a  Lover  zealous,^ 

A  W ifo  provok’d,  fair  young  (oh  T reafure  /) 

And  yet  for  Yertue  flies  the  ready  Pleafure0  [ [Exit . 
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6o  The  Maid’s  the  Miftrefs. 

SirDrf.  This  happy  Day  gives  me  new  Life,  and 
I  am  young  again  with  Joy,  and  had  we  but  a  Fid¬ 
dle  or  two  I  wou’d  dance  as  well  as  the  beft  of 

r  >  i  ' 

you. 

Beau.  I  am  not  unprovided  to  oblige  y~o  with  fome- 
thing  extraordinary.  Go  call  in  the  Mafick. 

✓  x  . 

X.  SON  G. 

'  -  •'  . 

WOu'dyou  Strephon  truly  tafi 

Every  Joy  in  Woman  plac'd. 

Seldom  fee  the  Fair  Deluder , 

Rather  jhun  than  prove  Intruder  • 

With  iv hat  we  often  fee,  we  foon  are  cloy'd, 

And  prize  the  Bleffing  mojl  that's  leaf  enjoy'd* 

Phantom  Beauties  we  difcover , 

Beckning  to  the  Difant  Lover, 

Whilfi  in  view  the  Spright  retires r 
' Tis  follow'd  with  unweary' d  Fires, 

But  on  the  Approach  of  Reafon's  glaring  Lightj 
H  flraightway  difappears  and  vanijhes  to  Night  * 

The  ANSfE  R. 


Heavy  Reafoner  talk  no  more , 

Give  me  Celia  o'er  and  o'er, 

Give  me  Raptures ,  give  me  Pleafure 
Beyond  Reafon,  without  Meafure ; 

Ny  youthful  Ardour  fall  be  fed  with  gay  Defire, 
And  every  circling  Tear  add  Fuel  to  the  Fire « 
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The  fleepy  Image  of  thy  Brain , 

Shall  only  o'er  its  Dreamer  reign ; 

The  Impious  apprehend  no  Joys  above , 

A  or  canfi  thou  jufily  think  of  Love  * 

Befides  t hem f elves ,  the  Gods  alon ■  can  know 
The  Joys  that  from  confenting  Lovers  fiorv . 

Beau .  Now,  Harriot ,  nothing  can  prevent  our  hap- 
pinefs ;  your  Father  being  pleas’d,  and  the  ten  thou¬ 
sand  Pounds  fecur’d,  which  was  the  only  prevailing 
Argument  he  cou’d  alledge  for  prefering  Squire  Empty 
before  your  humbled:  Servant  Beauford . 

For  old  Men  only  Money  will  approve, 

But  have  no  tafte  of  Merit,  or  of  Love ; 

Whilft  Nature  firong  in  youthful  Breafts  inlpires, 

No  fordid  Lull  of  Pelf,  but  warm  Defires, 

All  meaner  Ends,  with  Juftice  they  defpife,^ 

And  know  no-  Wealth  that  Happinefs  denies. 


FINIS, 


EPILOGUE. 


WELL,  the  Play's  over ,  and  Vm  glad  at  Heart : 

What  a  dull  Bufinefs ,  is  my  vertuous  Part ! 

An  injur'd  and  negleBed  Wife  forfooth , 

Prefers  her  jealous  Hunks  to  vigorous  Youth . 

Befides ,  fo  oddly  he's  contriv'd  the  Matter , 

That  I  am  made  a  Jlrange  fantajlick  Creature . 

wjy  Mate  blefs'd  with  Honour  and  with  Truth ; 

To  balance  my  Admirers  Charms  and  Youth , 

’ Twere  fomething  ;  te  Vertue  here , 

Makes  up  my  hideous ,  frightful  Char  abler. 

Some  Love  I  feign,  and  then  deceive  him , 

to  the  hated  Husband's  Fury  leave  him  ; 

’LL  down-right  Nonfenfe  and  I'd  ne'er  forgive  him. 

But  hold  ■  — — 

L/y  ownConcern  has  carried  me  too  far , 

1  wage  not  with  him  univerfal  War. 

Tho'  the  dull  Wife's  Jlarcht  Character  I  hate , 

The  Daughter's  Charms  me,  and  is  truly  great. 

She  refolutely  owns  the  Caufe  of  Love, 

And  fpight  of  Duty,  does  her  PaJJton  prove. 

Spight  of  old  Dad,  jhe  feeds  her  generous  Fire , 

Receives  her  Lover ,  Bafionad.es  the  Squire , 

And  carries  all  to  her  own  Hearts  Defire. 

This  Ladies,  is  the  Way  that  I'd  propofe , 

Thus  'gainfi  Man's  Strength,  our  Cunning  to  oppofe . 

For  generous  PaJJions  ft  ill  expebt  Return, 

Love  in  our  Hearts  will  never  idly  burn . 

When  honourable  Love  at  home's  neglected , 

A  foreign  Lover  is  of  Courfe  ref  petted. 

When  Tyrant  Man  proves  brutal  or  unkind , 

Daughters  Gallants,  and  Husbands  Horns  Jhallfind . 


